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FADE IN: 


INT. SAM HOUSTON BILLIARD SALOON, CORPUS CHRISTI, 
TEXAS -~ LATE AFTERNOON (CALIF. SHOOT) 


As FOCUS COMES IN, CAMERA is in BACK OF pinball machine. 
POV is THROUGH SCORE SLOTS. We SEE MAN in middle 50's 
dressed in black suit, Vegas casino-pit-boss-type, pilay- 
ing machine. As score slots turn up and down, CAMERA 
DOLLIES AROUND TO FULL VIEW of an interior of a classic 
old Texas pool hall. A twenty foot bar, four pool tables 
at back, with benches along the walls, big fans rotating 
above, jukebox, mirrors, "longhorns" mounted on the walls, 
posters and decals glorifying the Dallas Cowboys and 
Houston Oilers, photos of football stars, etc. 


The clientele consists of oil workers, farmhands, a cross- 
section of tough Corpus Christi types, the majority wear- 
ing white straw hats. It is late summer. 


Man in suit... MIAMI, finishes playing pinball game, snaps 
his fingers as an associate hands him envelope. Miami 
tears open envelope, starts counting money on pinball 
table. CAMERA POV SHOWS PAST Miami someone is watching 
TV. We SEE the back of a large chair; a huge arm is 
resting on the arm of the chair, indicating a large 
person viewing a football game. 


MIAMI 
(to MAN in chair) 
There's $10,000 sez you can't 
beat my score... 
(indicating score 
on machine) 
... 168,269. 


Room becomes very still, the TV set is turned OFF. All 
you can HEAR is a local RADIO station playing ROCK MUSIC. 
CAMERA still HOLDS SAME POV. We SEE an immensely fat man 
rise out of the chair. THE WHALE. He must weigh 350 lbs. 
His clothes are monumentally sloppy, but his gaze, as he 
glances around the admiring audience, is acute and confi- 
dent. He walks TOWARD CAMERA, his walk amazingly grace- 
ful as his gigantic body walks towards pinball machine. 


Miami and spectators make room for him. The Whale looks 
at Miami's score and smiles, reaching inside his dirty, 
loose seersucker coat. He brings out a large pile of 
money and lays it on top of Miami's money. Takes off 
coat. He's wearing a T-shirt with a "Save the Whales" 
logo. He stands behind the machine. He begins to 
lightly feel the corners of the machine as if he were 
feeling a woman's nipples. 


(CONTINUED) 
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He also very sensually runs his hands around both walls 
of the machine as if he were feeling a woman's ass. He 
caresses the legs with the same feeling. We HEAR in b.g. 
a local DISC JOCKEY on the RADIO. 


DISC JOCKEY (V.0O.) 
This is Corpus Christi, Texas, 
station KRUD. Whew... Boy, it's X 
so hot out there, it must be 
ninety~eight degrees and one 
hundred per cent humidity. It's 
so hot even the Gulf of Mexico is 
sweating. But I'm going to get 
you off and cool you off with 
Fleetwood Mac's 'Gambling.' 


The Whale, putting quarter in machine, turns to TWITCHY, a 
wizened, loyal employee of the pool hall. 


THE WHALE 
Turn that up, boy. 


Twitchy reaches up and turns volume knob as The Whale's 
fat fingers release plunger and the ball flies into the 
multicolored play-field. 


The MUSIC becomes LOUD as CAMERA is now ON play-field 
level. We SEE ball bouncing off of springs. We HEAR BELLS 
and SOUNDS of the live MACHINE. We SEE drop targets flip- 
ping to the beat of the music. ELECTRIC GUITARS become 
the musical ball as it bounces around. We SEE the fat 
man's ass really moving to the music as if he were balling | 
the machine. 


CAMERA CLOSES IN on the pinball machine. It's a new, 
sophisticated Koala "Cosmic Vènus" with “drop targets" 
to shoot at, digital read-outs for the score, etc. The 
Whale's "Ball Two" has racked up 44,000 already. His 
total has reached 98,000 ~- a huge score. : 


FAST CUT TO: 


INT. MRS. GALLAGHER'S HOUSE - BEDROOM ~ LATE AFTERNOON 
(CAPITOLA, CALIF.) 


The small, shabby bedroom is dimly lit. The SONG CONTIN- 
UES -- it's coming from a cheap RADIO on the bedside 
table now. SOUNDS of MRS. GALLAGHER having carnal inter- 
course with one of her lovers. The pair of them are 
hardly visible ~- but the panting, groaning, and squeak- 
ing of old bed springs graphically depict their passion. 
We SEE the woman's legs wrapped around man's back in 
motion to music. 


FAST CUT TO: 


INT. POOL HALL 


Flippers on machine going up and down to MUSIC. The 
Whale's third ball total is 126,000. On SOUNDTRACK we 
HEAR: MRS. GALLAGHER'S PASSIONATE MOANS AND GROANS. 
Noisy APPLAUSE from the onlookers. 


BACK TO INT. MRS. GALLAGHER'S BEDROOM (C) 


The lovemaking is mounting in tempo. Mrs. Gallagher's 
voice encourages her lover. As CAMERA TRACKS SLOWLY AROUND 
them, finally REVEALING the door... slightly ajar. A 

hand appears about a foot from floor level, gently pushing 
the door open. l 


The bedroom door eases gently open. A young man, NEIL 
GALLAGHER, Mrs. Gallagher's son, crawls in stealthily on 
hands and knees. In his early twenties, longish-haired, 
dressed in a tacky Western shirt with lots of buttons, 
cowboy boots, fancy belt -- the cheapest of Texas dude's 
outfits, he still manages to be an appealing young fellow, 
if only for the pathos of his pretensions. 


As his mother loves, Neil creeps toward a chair at the 
end of the bed, on which are draped the clothes of the 
man in bed: a shirt with the logo of an oil company, 

oil-stained Levis, a hard~hat... all extra-large size. 


Neil holds his breath, eyes bulging, as he reaches the 
chair, feels for the pants pocket. 


BACK TO INT. POOL HALL (C) 


The Whale's score is now 200,000. His face emotes a 
satisfying climax as in b.g. we HEAR MUSIC with MRS. 
GALLAGHER'S MOANS. Twitchy and all onlookers are now 
yelling and dancing to the music. Sounds of "Get it... 
Do it... Yeah..." 


BACK TO INT. MRS. GALLAGHER'S BEDROOM (C) 


CLOSE ON Neil's hands as they open billfold taken from 

oil worker's pants pocket. There is no money in it. From 
the bed, SOUNDS of mounting EXERTIONS. The MATTRESS 
SQUEAKS, Mrs. Gallagher moans, the bed vibrates. Neil 
replaces billfold in pants pocket, feels for and finds the 
man's boots -- heavy worker's boots. He extracts a thick 
sock, wrinkles his nose disgustedly, feels in the boot. 
His expression brightens as he extracts a thick wad of 
money. His thumb flips through it rapidly -- and a few 
feet from him, it's owner has a vast orgasm. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Hurriedly, Neil stuffs a single bill, and the sock, back 
in the boot, hunches down as he turns toward the door ~- 
but, on the bed, the big OIL WORKER sits up with a big 
sigh as he reaches climax. Neil freezes. 


T BACK TO INT. POOL HALL (C) 


Room looks like a musical orgie, everybody cheering and 
dancing. As MUSIC ENDS so does game, indicating score of 
380,000. The Whale swigs Diet-Rite that Twitchy hands to 


him, says to his opponent: 


THE WHALE 
Thought you could play pinball, 
Miami? 


The fat man laughs... an odd, squeaky little laugh... puts 
coat on. As he picks up a pile of money, he moves away, 
dainty on his feet, behind bar. His opponent grumbles. 


MIAMI 
Man, I'm not used to these goddamn 
target machines. Too gimmicky for 
me. 


THE WHALE 
If you're gonna be a sucker, be a 
quiet one. 
(to barman) 
Give the man a beer, Twitchy, on 
the house. 


8 BACK TO INT. MRS. GALLAGHER'S BEDROOM 
A deep voice clears its throat... 


OIL WORKER (0.S.) 
Boy, you are the best, Donna Sue... 
Whew... WOW. 
(big smacky kiss) 
Phil was right. 


MRS. GALLAGHER (0.S.) 
Honey, there's an electric toothbrush 
in Lecky's Drugstore, don't cost 
but twenty dollars... 
(another smacky kiss) 
It has two speeds. The fast and 
the slow. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Neil doesn't dare move. The BED CREAKS terrifyingly as 
the man sits up straighter. His huge shadow falls across 
the floor an inch from Neil's nose. 


OIL WORKER (0.S.) 
Honey, you know me -- if I had 
the money... I'm not like the 
rest of the guys. You can check 
my billfold, sweetheart -- I 
pissed it all away. 


He subsides back on the bed with a deep sigh. Neil 
crawls fast for the door, clutching money. Under his 
breath, he mutters. 


NEIL 
You sure did. 


He wriggles through door. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI DOCK AREA - LATE AFTERNOON 
(CAPITOLA, CALIF.) 


Neil exits his house on tiptoe, quietly closing front 
door. A shabby little house with tin roof, tin sidings, 
tiny graveled front yard, with a 1964 Pontiac parked on it. 


Neil straightens his shoulders, his tie, his shifty gaze, 
looks up and down the tacky street. The cars parked in 
it are as disreputable as the area, but at the end of the 
street, a big car shines under the street lamps. It's a 
Rolls Royce, no less. Neil walks quickly towards it -- 
glances furtively over his shoulder -- gets in the car. 
As door opens we HEAR MUSIC from car RADIO. Its windows 
are tinted, we can't see in as the car moves off fast. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI - LOW SHOT OF ROLLS (TEX. SHOOT) 


as it passes shanty house, obviously a very poor part of 
town. We SEE car enter freeway. START TITLES as car 
MUSIC CONTINUES. We STAY WITH Rolls as it enters into the 
better part of town. We SEE the city, and its industry. 


HELICOPTER SHOT (TEX.) 


off Ocean Drive REVEALING all the beautiful mansions on 
the cliff by the bay. We FOLLOW the Rolls driving towards 
the marina area. As car enters into T-head, TITLES AND 
MUSIC STOP. 
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13 


14 


INT. MRS. GALLAGHER'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


CLOSE ON a huge, muscular pair of buttocks protruding 
from under the bed as their owner searches laboriously 
for his money. From a bed, Mrs. Gallagher inquires: 


MRS. GALLAGHER (0.S.) 
Carl? Did you lose somethin', 
honey? 


OIL WORKER 
(shaking his boots, 
depressed) 
Oh, no... just sand in ma boot, 
honey. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI ~ T-HEADS - NIGHT (TEX. ) 


Luxurious yachts, boats of all kinds are moored there. 
The lights of Corpus Christi illuminate the skyline. 
This is a popular necking area; cars are scattered 
around the dimly lit dock. The CAMERA FINDS the Rolls 
Royce ~~ CLOSES IN. Its dark windows are closed up, 
but from inside we can HEAR the SOUND of stereo MUSIC, 
mingled with joint human voices -- MOANS AND SIGHS. 


Suddenly, with a ROAR and CLATTER, a decayed old Ford 
Sedan rolls up, stops twenty yards from the beautiful 
white Rolls Royce parked near the water. Another young 
man, HENRY BERTOLINO, gets out of the Ford, hurries over 
to the Rolls. He is in his late twenties, smallish, sharp 
features, sharply dressed. We NOTE his gold bracelet, 

big cheap rings, fancy shirt, fancy belt... and absurd 
juvenile Frank Sinatra. 


Henry stops beside the passenger's door of the Rolls. From 
inside we can HEAR joint, ambiguous SOUNDS. Henry hesi- 
tates; then raps with his knuckles on the windows -- grabs 
door handle -- briskly opens door. | 


INT. ROLLS ROYCE (TEX.) 


In the back seat, we can MAKE OUT a voluptuous young lady, 
MARY BETH, partly undressed and hot with passion, climbing 
on top of a somewhat reluctant young man: Neil Gallagher. 
He's in his early twenties, a romantic-looking character 
with longish, tousled hair, etc. 


Mary Beth squeals as the interior car light goes on, 
rea to hide her nakedness as Henry, ignoring her, leans 
nto car. 


(CONTINUED) 
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NEIL 

Hey... Don't you ever knock? 
HENRY 

Di'ja get it, man? 
MARY BETH 


Will you shut the door, please? 


NEIL 
(from underneath her) 
‘Course I got it. 


HENRY 
Terr-if~-ic! How much? 


NEIL 
Three hundred 'n forty-one dollars. 


MARY BETH 
Will ya shut the damn door? Can't 
you see we're busy? 


Henry gets in front seat, seizes money from Neil, finally 
shuts the door; turns to sneer at the furious girl, as 
he starts to count the money again. 


HENRY 
Broads... business is business. 
Women are like watches. They 
all do the same thing. 


NEIL 
Lighten up, will ya? She just 
got back from school. 
(prying off Mary 
Beth's hands) 
Cool it a minute, huh? 


HENRY 
(still counting) 
How's your mom, Neil? Drunk 
again? 


NEIL 
Hey, man, my mom's not a drunk! 
She might like to fool around a 
little bit -- 
(grins at Mary Beth) 
But then again, who doesn't? 


15 INT. ROLLS ROYCE 


Mary Beth is pissed off. 
(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


She sits up, pouting, produces a hairbrush and starts 
fixing her hair energetically; produces perfume bottle, 
dabs it all over herself. Henry sniffs loudly. 


HENRY 
Smells like a whorehouse in here. 


MARY BETH 
(huffily ) 
I've got to get up to the Country 
Club. Daddy's giving me a 
homecoming party. He'll kill 
me if I'm late. 


NEIL 

Oh, yeah? 
MARY BETH 

Oh, yeah!! 
NEIL 

Great. I got an hour to burn. 
HENRY 

Are you crazy, man? Business is -- 
MARY BETH 


Go to the Country Club? With 
me? He must be crazy! 

(to Neil) 
My folks don't approve of you -- 
you know that! 


NEIL 
(to Henry, bitterly) 
Take a peek at this crap. I'm 
good enough to hump her. But not 
good enough to be seen with her. 


MARY BETH 
Well, what do you expect? You're 
working in a pool hall! 


NEIL 
I'm not workin' in a pool hall. I 
don't make enough bread singin’ 
weekends at the club. I'm a money 
runner. I pick up The Whale's 
gambling winnings during the week. 
Me and The Whale got business 
transactions. 


MARY BETH 
The Whale... Yuk!!! 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


He starts 


(2) 


MARY BETH (CONT'D) 

(a disgusted face) 
When are you going to make your 
record? Everybody in town says, 
if you were really good, you'd 
be on the Midnight Special. 

(still brushing her 

hair) 
Why don't you try getting another 
singing job instead of that rat 
hole where you're working now? 
You've been there for three years. 
You're really too good for that 
place... 


NEIL 
Baby, I'm not good =-= I'm the 
best. I can go better than any 
goddamn guitar picker in the 
world. 


to roli a joint. 


HENRY 
Let me tell you something, girl 
--~ the music business is a 
business. You gotta have money 
to get started in a business. 
If I'm lyin' I'm dyin’. 


NEIL 
Yeah -- ask your rich asshole 
friends at the Country Club. 


MARY BETH 
Neil, don't be so paranoid -- 


NEIL 

I wasn't born rich like you. I 
don't own any oil wells and I 
don't have any stinkin’ rich 
parents. 

(he lights up) 
There's one thing I learned from 
The Whale: you gotta have the 
percentage going for you. 

(he starts to get 

out of the car) 
Hell, d'ya think I like the 
element of people I got to put 
up with down there? 


(CONTINUED) 


15 


16 


17 


18 


10.° 


CONTINUED: (3) 


HENRY 
(getting out of 
car, too) 
Yeah, and don't be surprised if 
Neil and I don't split for L.A. 
any day now as soon as we get 
our get away money together. 


MARY BETH 
(sarcastic) 
Are you~all leaving now? 


NEIL 
I got to get rid of some beer. 


He gets out, goes around to back of car. Mary Beth sighs, 


starts to patch up her makeup in the vanity mirror. 
EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI MARINA - T-HEADS - NIGHT (TEX.) 


Neil opens cap of gas tank. He unzips his pants. He 
pees in the gas tank, accompanied by FAINT SOUNDS of 
STEREO MUSIC from inside car. 


BACK TO INT. CAR (TEX.) 


Mary Beth still applying lipstick as Neil returns zipping 
up. He opens car door, takes a battered guitar case from 
back seat. l 


NEIL 
Gotta split for work. Don't be 
late for your party, sweetheart. 


MARY BETH 
Hey, Neil -- I can drop you off. 


He slams the door. He blows her a kiss as he walks away. 
to Henry's car, gets in. As car drives off: 


NEIL (V.0.) 
Drop me off by the club, Henry. 
I'll spot you later at the Whale's. 


INT. BAR ~ NIGHT (CAPITOLA, CALIF.) 


A small place, but crowded with local weekend traffic. 

On stage, four musicians -~ Neil's group. They're 
tunning up as Neil walks on stage, opens his guitar case, 
tunes it, too. A couple of girls in the audience yell 
and giggle at him, but Neil ignores them. His attitude 
is contemptuous and arrogant; the result of what went 
down with Mary Beth, and his boredom with this kind of 
gig -- a small-town scene. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


He turns to his band, counts off, "One... two... three... 
and goes into "Long Road to Texas," an up-tempo song he 
wrote himself. 


The audience likes him; the song is a local hit. But 
when he finishes, he turns his back on the room, walks 
off stage. 


ON NEIL 


Carrying his guitar, he goes to the bar, calls to PHIL, 
the boss. 


| NEIL 
Lemme have your envelope, Phil. 


PHIL 
(handing him brown 
envelope) 
Seventeen football cards tonight. 
The cash is all there, hundred 
and seventy bucks, okay? 


Neil takes the envelope and heads for the exit. Kids in 
the audience are yelling, "More, more... Get it on, Neil!" 
Phil calls after him, surprised. 


PHIL 
Hey, where you goin'? You ain't 
through! 

NEIL 


The hell I'm not. 


He walks out. His musicians are as surprised as everybody, 
but keep on giggling stoically. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI - CANAL STREET - NIGHT (¢) 


Neil exits bar. The sidewalk is thronged with local night 
life; whores, red-neck seaman, black dudes, etc. 


Neil walks down the sidewalk with his guitar case, past 
beer parlors, go-go joints, strip joints, etc., approach- 


ing the sign that says, "Sam Houston's Billiards" further 
down Canal Street. 


INT. SAM HOUSTON'S POOL HALL - NIGHT (C) 
Time: 12:30 on the clock. The place is closing up. 
(CONTINUED) 
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CLOSE ON The Whale chewing a turkey leg, watching TV 
from his special chair at the end of the bar. Henry 
is talking to Twitchy at the bar. Henry is holding 
an est pamphlet. 


HENRY 
You know something, Twitchy? We 
come from a hole, we spend all our 
lives looking for a hole, and when 
we die we wind up in a hole. Life's 
just one big hole. 


The Whale hollers to Henry with annoyance. 


THE WHALE 
Boy, haven't you ever heard a 
barkin' dog never eats. Where's 
pretty boy? He knows what time 
we pay and collect. He's carrying 
my money. Sellin' football cards 
is business. 


HENRY 
He musta got tied up at the club, 
Mr. Remmens. 


In b.g. we SEE Neil enter pool hall. He grins at Twitchy, 
at the till checking drawers, who twitches -- indicating 
The Whale, the clock, Neil's lateness: 


HENRY 
Hey, Neil! Where the hell you been? 


THE WHALE 
(without turning) 
Chasin' poon-tang. 


NEIL 
(coming up) 
sorry I'm late, Mr. Remmens. 
(looks to Henry) 
I been tied up, but I just cut 
myself loose. 


The Whale ignores him, eating turkey. Henry's face lights 
up, realizing that Neil has finally agreed to go along 
with Henry's plan. Neil leans over, places bunch of enve- 
lopes on top of TV set. In b.g. Twitchy slams door of 
till with symbolic clang. Neil says politely to The 
Vhale's massive back: 


NEIL 
Mr. Remmens, can I have my pay, 
please? 


(CONTINUED) 
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THE WHALE 
(finally turning) 
Thought you was up at the country 
club with all your friends. How come 
you didn't get invited, pretty boy? 


NEIL 
‘Cause I told them I was gonna 
bring you. 


The Whale almost smiles. He picks up Neil's envelopes. 
He takes a brown envelope from his pocket, and throws 
it on the bar. 


THE WHALE 
First rule of business is, always 
be on time when someone owes you 
money. Bullshit walks, but money 
talks. Remember that, boy. 


Neil picks up the envelope, extracts four ten dollar bills. 
Henry chuckles, slaps Neil on the back, eager to please 
The Whale. 


HENRY 
That's good, Mr. Remmens... That's 
good. Bullshit walks... Speaking 
of which, Mr. Remmens =-=- money, 
I mean... We have a transaction 
we'd like to... transact with you, 
Mr. Remmens. 


THE WHALE 
(a long stare at Neil) 
Trans... what? 


NEIL 
A bet, Mr. Remmens. We'd like to 
make a bet. 


THE WHALE 
I never bet on anything or anyone.. 
I've been bookmakin' for over 30 
years and I've never made a play. 
Only suckers gamble. The only thing 
I bet on is myself and my lady. 


Pointing towards pin-ball macine., 


NETL 
Pinball is what we're talking about. 
A little game, Mr. Remmens. 


He nods toward pinball machines. Twitchy is switching 
them off. Hearing this challenge, Twitchy pauses, stares 
incredulously at Neil. The Whale smiles. 


(CONTINUED) 
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The Whale 
serious. 
hands. 


The Whale 
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(3) 


THE WHALE 
You want to play me? Again? 
(he laughs lengthily) 
Boy, I spotted you five thousand 
points a ball -- or was it ten? 
You must like makin' a fool of 
yourself, boy. 


HENRY 
(hurriedly ) 
Been a long time since the last 
time, Mr. Remmens. Neil's been 
practicing. Right, Neili? 


NEIL 
A little bit. 


looks from one to the other. He sees they're 
Looks at two twenty dollar bills in Neil's 


THE WHALE 
I don't play for twenties no more. 
I wouldn't get out of this chair 
for three times that. 


NEIL 
How ‘bout for four hundred dollars? 


HENRY 
And we're talking about whip-out. 
Cash money. 


stops eating his turkey leg. 


THE WHALE 
Gamblin's an easy habit to get into 
and a hard one to get out of. 


NEIL 

I can beat you, Mr. Remmens. 

(pause) 
And I don't need any points. 
I'll play you even. Just 
give me some odds, okay? How 
‘bout five to one? Your $2,000 
dollars 'ginst my $400. 


THE WHALE 
You're crazy, boy. 
MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 
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THE WHALE (CONT'D) 
If I gave you a million to one, 
you couldn't beat me playin' 
even. You're talkin' the worst 
of it. 


Henry reaches for the money in his pocket. 


HENRY 
Well... as you always say... 
Bullshit walks, and money talks. 


He slaps wad of grubby bills on the bar top. The Whale 
stares at the money. Then at Neil. Dead serious, now. 


THE WHALE 
You got yourself a bet, pretty 
boy. 


He starts to heave himself from his chair. Hurriedly, 
Henry picks up the money again. 


HENRY 
Not tonight, Mr. Remmens. Neil's 
been workin', he's gotta get some 
rest -- 


NEIL 
When I'm fresh. Three o'clock 
tomorrow okay with you, Mr. 
Remmens ? 


The Whale turns back to TV. Switches channels. 


THE WHALE 
Okay with me, boy. But be on 
time. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI MAIN STREET - NIGHT (C) 


CLOSE ON luminous watch. It says one forty-five. CAMERA 
ANGLES UP TO REVEAL Henry and Neil in an alley leading to 
Main Street with a VIEW of Sam Houston's pool hall. The 
last light goes off in pool hall. The Whale comes out, 
locks front door, rolls to his car parked in front. From 
across the street, a blue neon light flashes intermittently 
as he drives off; a big blue cross on top of the First 
Baptist Church of Corpus Christi. 


INT. POOL HALL —- MEN'S ROOM - NIGHT 


The WINDOW opens with a SCREECH. Neil's leg squirms in. 
He feels with one foot. Suddenly the TOILET FLUSHES. 
Henry shines a little flashlight through window, as 
Neil climbs in: 
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CLOSE ON NEIL'S FOOT (C) 


On the flushing handle, as Henry's flashlight weaves about. 
The foot slips off the handle -- Neil loses his balance, 
his other foot slides straight into the john. The TOILET 
CONTINUES FLUSHING, soaking his Levi's up to the knee. 


NEIL 
Shit... 


INT. POOL HALL - CLOSEUP - WATER RUNNING - DAY (C) 
Twitchy's hands washing dishes. 
CLOSE ON CLOCK 


It says three twenty-five. We HEAR The Whale's VOICE 
murmuring, long-sufferingly: 


THE WHALE (0.S.) 
You were late, as usual. Twelve 
minutes. 


ANGLE DOWN TO CLOSEUP OF A PAIR OF HANDS 


counting money on the bar. 


TWITCHY (0.S.) 
... Three hundred n... ninety... 
ninety... f... f... f... five... 
Eien’ A eee - bes 


HENRY (0.S.) 
(impatiently ) 
Four hundred, already. 
(murmurs to Neil) 
The word's out, man. 


SHOT WIDENS TO SHOW pool hall. Neil looks around. Maybe 
fifteen, twenty guys are in to watch the game. The Whale 
is still seated in his chair at the end of the bar; watch~- 
ing football on TV. Eating a club sandwich, swigging Tab. 
Casually, mouth full, he calls over to Neil: 


THE WHALE 
We'll play my machine. 


HENRY 
Texans never fool around with 
another man's woman. We'll 
play the William's. Right, Neil? 


Neil nods, walks over to the Stern sting-ray machine, 
followed by Henry. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


Twitchy switches on the Duotron. The Whale heaves him- 
self to his feet, brushes off crumbs, comes over. He 
is ready for business. 


With a smile, he watches Neil's every move, like a fat 
cat stalking a canary. 


THE WHALE 
Okay, it's a five ball game. 
You're betting four hundred 
to win two thousand. Okay? 
(pityingly ) 
You sure you want to go ahead, 
son? 


Neil ignores the question, takes a quarter from pocket, 
tosses it. 


BIG CLOSEUP (SLOW MOTION) 
A coin turning in the air. 


| THE WHALE (0.S.) 
Heads. l 


BACK TO SCENE 


Neil catches the coin, reveals it. 


NEIL 
Tails. 
(puts quarter in 
machine) 
I'll shoot. 


One of The Whale's football card runners, DENNY, calls 
out: 


DENNY 
Henry, I'll lay ten on the boss. 
How ‘bout it? 


HENRY 
You're on. Five to one. Give me 
credit on next week's paycheck, 
okay? 


ANOTHER BOY 
I'll go for twenty on the boss, 
Henry. 


( CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
Two or three other spectators join in, laying side bets 
on The Whale. Sy takes them all. Neil ignores the 


betting, pulls back the plunger, turns to look at The 
Whale. 


NEIL 
Today you're gonna lose, Mr. 
Whale. 


Dead silence. The Whale doesn't look around from his 
TV. Quietly... 


THE WHALE 
Mr.... what? 


Neil grins, gently releases the plunger. 
CLOSE ON HENRY 


His hands in his pockets. He stands beside the machine, 
watching fixedly. 


NEIL'S FIRST BALL 


Scores... and scores. Every time it nears the high scor- 


ing, it manages to drop in. The first time it scores 
1,000; the second, 2,000; then 3,000... 


BACK TO CLOSEUP ~- HENRY 


CAMERA ANGLES DOWN FROM his intense gaze TO his right 
hand in his pocket, well out of sight below level of 
machine. We can just MAKE OUT a slight movement of his 
hand each time the ball comes close to the bonus hole. 


CLOSE ON SPECTATORS 
Expressions of amazement... Muttered comments... 


SPECTATORS 
- ... Boy, can he play! 
e.. Dhit fire'n save matches, 
look at that! Etc. 


TWITCHY 
J-~J~J-Jee-zus! You sure been 
p-p-p~-practisin'..: 
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CLOSE ON THE WHALE 


Eating a pie, he ambles up to the table. The spectators 
part as he places himself by the machine, right next to 
Henry. His little eyes dart from Neil to Henry, as Neil's 
score steadily mounts... Neil's ball narrowly misses the 
out hole. He “gunches” -- shoves the machine -- gets 

the ball back in play. The ball goes down the bonus hole 
=-=- pops out again. Neil flips it back. As if magnetized 
it pops down the bonus hole again. One of the spectators 
whistles in amazement. Neil tries to catch Henry's eye 
to cool him out as the ball pops out again, rolls down 
the table. Henry yells: 


HENRY 
Pour it on, stick it to ‘im, 
Neil! 


Dead silence in the pool hall. Neil knows The Whale 
suspects something. The ball rebounds, close to the 
bonus hole again. Neil deliberately moves the machine 
in the wrong direction -- and avoids scoring the bonus. 


THE WHALE 
(softly) 
You missed an easy shot there, boy. 


NEIL 
(cool) 
Yeah. Blew it, didn't I? 


The spectators move uneasily. His first ball has scored 
forty-two thousand already. Henry sweats as Neil plays 
his best, playing well, but nothing like as well as 
before because Henry is frozen -=-~ scared to use his 
transmitter, with the suspicious Whale right beside him. 
Neil's ball narrowly misses the bonus hole again -- 
bounces close once more -- he gets his ball near it, 

he jabs his button, magnetizes, and abruptly the ball 

is sucked down. Too crude. With amazing speed, The 
Whale's pudgy paw grabs Henry's right hand in his pants 
pocket, seizing his wrist. 


THE WHALE 
Who's thing you playin' with, 
Henry? Yours? 
(pause) 
Or mine? 
He jerks Henry's hand violently from his pocket. A little 
radio transmitter crashes on the floor. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


THE WHALE 
Pick it up, punk. 


Henry is paralyzed. The Whale grabs his neck, shoves him 
down. Henry picks up the transmitter. 


THE WHALE 
Give it here. 


He takes the little gadget, looks at it. Neil hasn't 
moved. The Whale says to him with exaggerated politeness: 


THE WHALE 
Play my first ball for me, Mr. 
Gallagher, will you please? 


NEIL 
(feigning bewilderment ) 
Whatta you mean? What the hell is 
that thing? 


THE WHALE 
Play my ball, punk. 


Neil shoots the ball. As it descends, The Whale pushes 
the transmitter button as the ball brushes the bonus 
hole. It drops in, of course. Neil steps back, spreads 
his arms in amazement. 


NEIL 
Hey... I didn't know he had that 
thing, man!! 

THE WHALE 


No? You don't know nothin', huh? 
(slaps the machine) 
Open it up, Twitch! 


Twitch fishes a bunch of keys out of his pocket. Unlocks 
the machine. He swings its play field up like a giant 
lid, exposing its intricate mechanism. 


INT. MACHINE - CLOSEUP 


The Whale's hand reaches in, rips out a powerful little 
electromagnet, with a radio-controlled switch that has 
been wired to the underside of the bonus-eject hole. 


THE WHALE 
A magnet! Radio activated 
goddamn magnet! 


(CONTINUED) 
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Purple with rage, he turns to Neil and slams the apparatus 
into the side of his head. Neil staggers back, as Henry 
bolts for the door. He's tripped within five yards. In 
the uproar, we HEAR SHOUTS of "Goddamn cheats!... Fuckin! 
rip-off artists!" etc. 


HENRY 
(pointing to Neil) 
It was him! He got me to do it! 
Honest, it was his idea! If I'm 
lyin', I'm dyin’. 


The Whale backhands him across the mouth. 


THE WHALE 
You low-class pimp! 


Two guys are holding Neil. The Whale leans close to 
him, breathes sarcastically. 


THE WHALE 
And you -- you're gonna tell me 
it was his idea, huh? 


NEIL 
Shit, no -- it was my idea -- 
and I nearly had you, didn't I? 
You fat prick! 


He spits in The Whale's face. 


The Whale swings at him, but Neil drops his full weight 
from the three guys holding him, one of which is Twitchy; 
The Whale's fist, missing its mark, flattens Twitchy's 
nose. With a convulsive effort, Neil breaks free, kicks 
one of his captors in the crotch. As the others close 

on him, he fights like a demon. A pinball table crashes 
over, bursts open, spilling its guts in a shower of sparks, 
BELLS and exploding lights. 


SHOT - A BEEFY GUY 


hauls off to swing at Neil, steps on a pinball rolling 
out of busted machine, rollerskates into another pinball 
machine, smashing the glass. MORE BELLS, sprinkled with 
blood. 


Despite his valiant efforts, Neil is finally pinned down, 
bloody and breathless, over number two pinball machine. 
The Whale, panting heavily, stands over him. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Henry, lying on the floor under the boot of a good ole boy, 
watches, terror-stricken, as The Whale catches his wind. 


THE WHALE 

Of all the punk kids... you know 
somethin'? I really thought you 
might turn out different from the 
rest of ‘em. But you're like 
puttin' spats on a pig. You 
disappointed me, boy. You got 
no balls. 

(he pants and 

wheezes ) 
You must've lost your head, boy! 
Tryin' to cheat me! Don't ever 
lose your head, boy, ‘cause your 
ass always goes with it. 

(he turns to the 

guys standing 

around) 
I want thís punk to remember 
what I just told him. 


He turns his back, walks away. The CAMERA FOLLOWING him 
as he goes to his chair, sits down, turns on his TV. A 
commercial is on. 


As we HEAR the SOUND O.S. of Neil being beaten up -- THUDS 
of PUNCHES, GASPS and GROANS, etc. -- we WATCH with The 
Whale, a margarine commercial. "It's not nice to fool 
Mother Nature." Commercial shows elephant running into 
shot. 


37 INT. THE GALLAGHER HOUSE - DAY (CAPITOLA, CALIF.) 


CAMERA TRACKS PAST his mother's bedroom -- which we 
RECOGNIZE -~ to Neil's room at the back: small and 
tacky, taking in a weird collection of bric-a-brac. 
Pictures of rock stars stuck up all over it, mixed 
with girls, race cars, etc. CAMERA HOLDS on a photo- 
graph of his mother; standing outside a drive-in with 
a tier tray in her hand, wearing a uniform. She's a 
carhop. We HEAR the SOUND of a TAP RUNNING, O.S. 


NEIL (0.S.) 
Shit. How the hell do I keep 
gettin' myself in these traps? 
38 INT. BATHROOM - DAY 
A tiny shower stall, basin, and old chemical toilet. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CLOSE ON Neil gaping into the cracked mirror, his mouth 
bloody, his face a mass of swollen bruises, one eye 
closed, ete. Henry, not as badly beaten, but bad enough, 
tends a split nose and answers: 


HENRY 
"Cause, I'm always talkin' you 
into ‘em. That's how. I'm 
sorry. 


NEIL 
Forget it, man. I'm over three 
times seven. 


HENRY 
I shoulda kept on fixin' radios 
instead of pinball machines. 
Whatta we do now? 


NEIL 

Split to L.A., that's what. 
HENRY 

We got no money, man... I can 


sell my car... 
They mop their wounds in gloomy, groaning silence. Then... 


NEIL 

t Course, I know where the old lady 
keeps her pigeon-hole money. Ina 
Drano can, back of the john. Six 
hundred and thirty, give or take a 
buck, last time I looked. 

(he spits blood) 
If I rip it off, that's goodbye 
Corpus Christi... forever! I can 
just hear what people are saying 
about me. 


Henry straightens, gazes at himself in mirror. Turns, ex- 
amines Neil's messy face. Gently he dabs at one of his 
friend's wounds with cotton wool, murmurs with new 
optimism: 


HENRY 
Hey -- the greatest guy who ever 
lived was Christ and people 
crucified ‘im. Ina few days 
your face will be all fixed. 
You'll show them, you're going 
to be a big star. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 
Neil winces, probes a cut on his face. 


NEIL 
Damn right, pal. Goodbye, Texas 
-- Hello, Hollywood. 


EXT. HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA = DAY (C) 


Outside Capitol Records tower. Neil is loading musical 
instruments into truck. We SEE several MONTAGE SHOTS of 
Neil loading and unloading instruments in and out of 
recording studios; i.e., RCA, Warner's, etc. Also out- 
Side of Troubador Club. 


INT. JERRY'S DINER ~ SANTA CRUZ - DAY (C) 


Through the window a studio instrument rentals truck is 
VISIBLE, parked outside. At the counter, Neil, eating 
chili and beans. He looks very tired. Henry, seated 
beside him, wears a very loud shirt, heavy, dark glasses. 
He is leafing through a copy of "The Hollywood Reporter." 


HENRY 
Nobody says this town is ice 
cream and strawberries. Rome 
wasn't built in a day. We've 
only been here a year and a half. 
It says in Hank Grant's column 
that it took Neil Diamond five 
years to make it, man. 


NEIL 
I bet Neil Diamond never had to 
lift any 500~pound pianos. 


HENRY 
I got you meetings, I got you 
auditions -- 


NEIL 
We been going backwards. This 
town is full of bullshit. 


HENRY 
Yeah, but so is my garden, and 
that's what makes it grow. 


Henry takes a card from his pocket, hands it to Neil, 
says briskly: 


HENRY 
Hey... see this guy... 
(he taps card) 
... he and I are like this. 
(crosses his fingers) 
Blaze knows everybody. He's a 
pro. He's got a gig for you. 


pa od ps 
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CLOSEUP ~- CARD 


NEIL (0.S.) 

(reading card) 
You Got It Music Productions. 
Entertainment Attorney... 
Personal Management... Promotion 
... Jesus... Motion Pictures... 
Represents Everybody in the 
Entertainment World... 


Henry is looking past him. A man is coming to the door of 


the diner; bearded, long hair, decoratively dressed in 
North Beach leather; expensively dressed. Henry nudges 


Neil as BLAZE ST. JOHN comes over to them smiling broadly. 


Henry rises, they embrace each other in bear hugs with 
great warmth. 


HENRY 
Blaze, baby, this is my man! 
Neil Gallagher... Blaze St. John. 


Henry puts an arm around each of them. Neil sticks out 


X 
X 


his hand, Blaze takes it in his left hand, Hollywood-style, 


pats Neil's cheek with his other hand, beaming at him. 


BLAZE 
Hi, sweetheart! Heard nice things 
about you. Very nice things. 


With a sweeping gesture, he hands Neil his visiting card 
-~ identical to the one he's just read. He peers at 
Neil's chili and beans. 


BLAZE 
Chili and beans? That's a no-no. 
Got to watch your bod, my dear. 


He wags a finger at Neil, who is stuffing his card in his 
pocket. Henry hisses at Neil. 


HENRY 
Aren't you going to read it? 
(to Blaze) 
I was just telling Neil -- this 
is destiny, Blaze. 


Neil dutifully studies Blaze's card all over again. A 
waiter waves, Blaze waves back. 


HENRY 
Blaze, did you get a chance to 
listen to the casette? 


(CONTINUED) 
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BLAZE 

Doesn't do him justice. Doesn't 
show his big blue eyes. 

(he winks; he pats 

Neil's cheek) 
Talked to Elton this morning. 
Talked talent. Told him all 
about you. 


NEIL 
(deadpan, wipes his 
cheek with a napkin) 
I just wrote a song about all 
this. 


BLAZE 
You did? Well, isn't this 
destiny? What's it called? 


NEIL 
‘It's Rainin' Bullshit.’ 
BLAZE 
Good title. Like it. Like it. 
HENRY 
(hurriedly) 


see? Talent. He's overflowing 
with it. Blaze, tell him about 
the concert at Monterey. 


BLAZE 
Santa Cruz. North of Monterey. 
Paul Berlin, Beaver for short, 
he's a great friend of mine, a 
dear friend, he's putting on an 
open-air festival, multi-media. 
The 'Famolares' are topping the 
bill. ‘'The Lead Balloons! are in 
there, 'The Carrots,' these are 
big names, you understand. 
(dramatic pause) 
One act cancelled yesterday. I 
told Paul about you. I spoke 
highly of you, Neil. They're 
hea tomorrow or the next 
ay. 


HENRY 
Blaze, baby. I love you, but my 
boy doesn't audition. This 
boy is -- 


26. 
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NEIL 
Aw, shut up, Henry. 
(to Blaze) - 
What time I got to be there? 


BLAZE 
I could put one of my boys in 
there. One of my own groups. 
But, I don't know -- I like you. 
(he pats Neil's 
knee) 
I believe in you. 


The waiter places check in front of Blaze. Blaze picks 
it up, casually places it in front of Henry. 


EXT. HIGHWAY ~ HOLLISTER - NEAR SANTA CRUZ - MORNING 


A school bus approaches down country highway. As it 
NEARS US, we SEE sign at front, "Hollister High School." 


CAMERA PANS with bus as it stops at bus stop sign. A i 
couple of kids board it. The driver HONKS his HORN. The 
bus moves on. CAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL, on opposite 
side of highway, a young girl, about fourteen years old, 
emerging from behind a tree that concealed her. She takes 
school books out of tote bag slung over her shoulder, and 
hides them in an abandoned chicken coop at roadside. 


As bus recedes down highway, the girl, BRENDA LOUISE 
DAVENPORT, wearing T-shirt that spells "TROUBLE," gives 
it "the finger." CAMERA CLOSES IN TIGHT on her hand as 
its gesture changes to the hitchhiker's thumb, pointing 
in opposite direction. 

EXT. HIGHWAY - HOLLISTER - MORNING (C) 

A giant DIESEL ROARS PAST CAMERA. - 

INT. DIESEL TRUCK - MORNING (C) 


Brenda Louise sits beside the big, burly truck DRIVER, 
as they head toward town. 


DRIVER 
You don't look old enough to be 
hitchhiking. 

BRENDA 


I'm fourteen. That's old enough. 


The Driver looks her over closely. Brenda takes out a 
pack of gum, puts three sticks in her mouth. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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She ignores the Driver, keeps her attention out the window, 


DRIVER 
You ever been to L.A.? Sunset 
Boulevard? . 


BRENDA 
Nope. 


DRIVER 
It's a mess. This country's really 
goin! down the toilet. It's gettin' 
all screwed up. Girls walking 
around with no brazziers. Drugs, 
perverts, sex maniacs. These young 
sick kids wearing women's clothes, 
high heels and capes. There just 
ain't no morals. You know something, 
there ain't too many of us real 
Americans left. 


BRENDA 
(mock concern) 
No shit. 


The Driver looks at Brenda: leeringly watches her blow 


bubble. 


DRIVER 
Well... What about you? You ever 
have any sex? 


BRENDA 
Yeah. All the time. 


DRIVER 
C'mon, you're puttin’! me on. Who 
with? 


BRENDA 
Anybody, I'm just into sex. 


DRIVER 
Well... honey, I'm into it myself. 
Bet I could teach you a trick or 
two. Back there... 


He indicates with a jerk of his head the "sleeper" behind 
him. Brenda acts teasingly. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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She ignores the Driver, keeps her attention out the window. 


DRIVER 
You ever been to L.A.? 

BRENDA 
Nope. 

DRIVER 


It's a mess. This country's 
really goin' down the toilet. 
It's gettin! all screwed up. 
Drugs, perverts, sex-maniacs. 
These young sick kids wearing 
women's clothes, high heels and 
capes. You know something, there 
ain't too many of us real 
Americans left. 


BRENDA 
(mock concern) 
No shit. 


The Driver looks at Brenda; leeringly watches her blow 


bubble. 


He indicates with a jerk of his head the "sleeper" behind 


DRIVER 
Well... What about you? You 
ever have any sex? 


BRENDA 
Yeah. All the time. 


DRIVER 
C'mon, you're puttin' me on. 
Who with? 


BRENDA 
Anybody, I'm Just into sex. 


DRIVER 
Well... honey, I'm into it too. 
Bet I could teach you a trick 
or two. Back there... 


him. Brenda acts teasingly. 


BRENDA 
I'll bet... where you from? 


DRIVER 
Oklahoma. But I live in San Diego. 


(CONTINUED) 
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I'11 bet... 


Oklahoma. 
Diego. 


BRENDA 
where you from? 


DRIVER 
But I live in San 


28A. 
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Brenda glances into the sleeper as if she is considering 
it. The Driver's tongue is on the floor by now. 


BRENDA 
Can I ask you something personal? 


DRIVER 
Honey, don't worry. I always 
come protected. See, Trojans 
dots... guaranteed not to split. 


He pulls a package of contraceptives from his pocket. 


BRENDA 
(teasingly) 
Terrific! But ~- this is really 
important -- 
(she gives him an 
| inviting look) 
Tell me -- do you like animals? 


DRIVER 
Do I like animals? Hell, I love 
‘em! I was raised on a farm. I 
got two Dobermans at home right 
now. Fact, I'm lookin' to buy a 
collie. 


BRENDA 
I mean, have you ever made it 
with an animal? 


DRIVER 
(agape) 
Did I ever what?... Make it -- 
with an animal? What the hell 
are you talking about? 


The Driver stares incredulously at Brenda, who nods 
nonchalantly. The BLAST of a HORN is HEARD 0O.S.... 


INT. TRUCK - BRENDA AND DRIVER (C) 


The Driver recovers quickly, jerks the wheel straight. 
The near accident is less perturbing to him than Brenda. 


DRIVER 
I don't believe it. Nobody 
makes it with animals, ‘less 
they're sick. 
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BRENDA 
Well, that's too bad. You see, 
I dig the animal scene, and I 
don't like people who don't like 
people who make it with animals. 


DRIVER 
You don't, huh?... Well, I mean, 
I didn't mean -- 


BRENDA 
And I only make it with people 
who make it with animals. 


Brenda folds her arms across her chest and puts her legs 
up against the dash,: dismissing the Driver's presence. 
The Driver glances at her outstretched legs; then forces 
his eyes back to the road while his mind stays on her 
young, tender body. 


DRIVER 
Well... I didn't mean... I mean, 
after all, I'm an old country 
boy, myself. Who'm I to say 
anything against people that 
makes it with animals? Huh? 


BRENDA 
Then you made it with an animal, \ 
too? 

DRIVER 


Hell, you know how it is ona 
farm -- when you're just a boy 
out duck huntin'’ with your 
friends. Sittin' around. 
Nuthin' to do... lonely... 


BRENDA 
Horny... 


DRIVER 
(laughs uncomfortably ) 
Yeah... horny. Anyway =-=- No, I ~- 
wouldn't really hold it against 
anybody... likes animals. No, sir! 


BRENDA 
Whew... wow. Unreal... Listen, 
you got any dope? 


DRIVER 
Dope?... You mean, you take dope? 
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(2) 
BRENDA 
You mean, you don't? 
DRIVER 
(trying to stay 
with her) 


Uh... sure... Sure I take dope. 
All the time. I just love that 
mar-ja-wanna. 


BRENDA 
You better not be lying. I never 
make it with people that lie. 


DRIVER 
Wait a minute, I'm not lying... 
(reaches into pocket) 
You know what this is? Bennies! 
Speed! An illegal drug without 
prescription. I've been a doper 
for years. Okay? | 


31. 


He puts the pill container back into his pocket, proud 


of himself for having concrete evidence to show her. 


DRIVER 
(intimate) 
Listen, I ain't got much time -- 
I know a nice little park down 
the road a piece. 


BRENDA 
I'll bet you do. There's no 
sweat! I'11 go home with you. 


DRIVER 
Huh? Go home with me? You can't 
do that. 


BRENDA 
Why not? I don't care if you're 
married! 


DRIVER 
You don't? 


BRENDA 
No, I think that's beautiful. 
(a beat) 
We can both make it with your 
wife, okay? 
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EXT. ROADSIDE ~ DIESEL (C) 


jerking to a stop at edge of Santa Cruz, by the Colonial 
House. The right door is thrown open and Brenda hops 
out of the truck. The Driver leans across the seat; 
glares down at Brenda. 


DRIVER 
My wife? The mother of my 
children? Goddamn... are you 


some kind of queer, or something? 
Shit -- I oughta turn your ass 
over to the cops, you... you sick 
pervert! 


He slams the door, starts to drive off. Brenda smiles 
and waves, shouts: 


BRENDA 
God bless America! 


EXT. COLONIAL HOUSE - SANTA CRUZ HIGHWAY 


SHOT WIDENS TO SHOW Tilt f.g. as truck drives off, Grey- 
hound bus passing opposite direction. We SEE Neil look- 
ing out window with Henry, obviously on the way to Santa 
Cruz. o 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
SHOT WIDENS TO SHOW mall in Santa Cruz, California. 
EXT. ROCK CONCERT OFFICE 


Henry and Neil continue walking towards rock concert 
office. We SEE banner announcing Santa Cruz Rock Fest., 
Management Offices. Neil and Henry enter. 


EXT. MALL ~- SANTA CRUZ = DAY 


A banner across the street announces the forthcoming 
Santa Cruz rock concert. CAMERA CLOSES IN on Brenda 
as she meets a YOUNG BOY about her own age outside the 
Odyssey Record Store. 


He has long scruffy hair. A “Rolling Stones Tongue" 
emblem is pinned to his Levi jacket. Now we PICK UP 
on her dialogue with David. 


BRENDA 
I thought you were going to watch 
the groups practice? 


DAVID 
No way, baby, I gotta go up to 
San Francisco. 
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BRENDA 
Why? 


DAVID 
To score. Quaaludes. There's a 
quack doctor selling prescriptions. 
I can get 80 pills for $20.00 and 
sell them for three dollars each at 
the rock concert. 


BRENDA 
(unimpressed) 

Oh yeah? Big deal! Quaaludes 
spin you out, idiot. 


DAVID 
Oh yeah? They really get you 
horny, baby? 


BRENDA 
Don't baby me, creep. 


As Brenda walks into record store, Neil and Henry emerge 
into the hot sun. They look flustered. As they walk 
down the mall. 


HENRY 
Damn it. Wait till I tell Blaze 
what that smartass said about him. 


NEIL 
He never heard of him -- that's 
all he said... Except he also 
said they're looking for a group 


~-=- a group, man. 


HENRY 
No sweat, just get up there, Neil, 
you'll pulverize ‘em... you'll 
destroy ‘em. If I'm lyin' I'm 
dyin'. 
(he gazes around) 
Boy, am I hungry. 


They continue walking on the mall to a side street. 
We SEE a sign that says "Mickey's Place." Beer, coke 
and hot dog signs decorate its facade. 

51 INT, MICKEY'S BAR - DAY (C) 
A funky place. 


(CONTINUED) 
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The bar along one side, some tables in the middle. At 
the back, a single pool table and half a dozen pinball 
machines. X 


Behind the bar, MICKEY, the owner, does his thing. He's 
a big, amiable Italian-type character, with hair in his 
nostrils, and lank, thinning hair. He's wearing an Oak- 
land Raiders football cap. 


Two morning beer drinkers =-=- grizzled farm workers -- and 
a traveling fertilizer salesman (his sample case bears 
legend, "Moody Fertilizer Company") sit at the bar. 

In back, a couple of high school kids play desultory 
pinball, swearing steadily. Behind the bar, a big poster 
of an Oakland Raiders football player. 


At a table, a woman eats an ice cream soda. At another, 
Neil and Henry sit. A young WAITRESS serves them coffee, X 
takes their order. 


HENRY 
(checking her out) 
You forgot to shave... 
(as he looks down) 
... your legs and under your 
arms. 


WAITRESS 
So did you. 


NEIL 
We'll have some eggs and bacon. 


HENRY 
(leering at Waitress 
as she walks off) 
Lesbian. 
(to Neil) 
You gonna get this gig. I just 
know it. Your moon's in Aries. 


Behind Neil (seated with his back to the door) the door 
swings open and Brenda enters. Henry looks her over, rais- 
ing his eyebrows appreciatively at the sight of luscious 
young flesh, as she strides up to Mickey behind the bar, 
looks at him squarely as if about to challenge him to a 
gunfight, then slaps her hand down on the counter as she 
firmly orders: 


BRENDA 
Doctor Pepper! Cold! 


(CONTINUED) 
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MICKEY 
(meeting her tone) 
You got it! 
(slams it on the 
bar) 
On the house. 


BRENDA 
How did the Raiders do? 


She reaches into candy case for a Baby Ruth. 


MICKEY 
Beat Pittsburgh 35 to nothing... 
Aw, c'mon. Let me fix you some 
ham 'n eggs, huh? 


BRENDA 
Unh<unh -- eggs give me pimples. 
I like junk food. 


Carrying Dr. Pepper and three Baby Ruths, she walks to- 
wards far end of room where the two guys are playing 
pinball. FELIX says to Mickey, watching her little ass 


a move off: 
FELIX 
They don't even say thanks, huh? 
Sucker... 
MICKEY 


(back turned, 
polishing glasses) 
Do you still want a game? 


FELIX 
Thought you were too busy. 


MICKEY 
Me, I'm not good enough to play 
anybody who just won $80 at 
Monterey. You play her. Same 
bet. Okay? 


He jerks his thumb towards Brenda in b.g. Felix looks 
toward Brenda, who is watching the game in progress, 
eating and drinking her breakfast. He turns back to 
Mickey with a grin. 


T FELIX 
That little broad? You bet 
twenty bucks on her? 
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MICKEY 
Against you, Felix?... Wanna 
make it forty? 


FELIX 
Yeah. Only wish I hadn't gone 
to the track, I'd bet you more. 


Mickey answers by opening up the cash register and slap- 
ping forty dollars on the bar. Felix smiles, takes out 
his wallet, matches Lou's money. 


MICKEY 
Tilt! 


CLOSEUP - BRENDA 


As she looks around at Mickey from the pinball game she 
is watching, Mickey jerks his thumb at Felix, holds up 


- stake money, points at the fanciest pinball machine in 


the place -= a Koala "Astro-Logic" Machine. With an 
angelic smile, Brenda, alias TILT, goes to the machine. 


Felix gets up from the bar, wiping beer from his chin. 


MICKEY 
You wanna play alternate balls? 


FELIX 
No, I'11 shoot 'em straight. 


HARD CUT TO: 


BIG CLOSEUP - KOALA "ASTRO-LOGIC" MACHINE 


The "Single Player” light is up. "Fourth Ball" is being 
played by Felix. His total so far is 74,000. He plays 
well, confidently, chewing gum, delicately, "gunching" 
the machine with his big hands. In b.g., watching, Tilt 
starts on her second Baby Ruth. 


SHOTS OF THE GAME 


The machine, its flipper flipping, its lights popping, 
targets going down as Felix plays his fifth ball. As it 
finally rolls down out~—gutter, his total is 86,400. He 
is pleased with himself. The two kids playing nearby are 
impressed, too. Felix steps away from table, remarking 
loudly to Tilt: 


(CONTINUED) 
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FELIX 
Beat that, shrimp! 
(to Mickey) 
Bourbon on the rocks, Mickey! 


CAMERA CLOSES IN on Neil. His coffee cup halfway to his 
lips, he is watching her curiously. Henry, his mouth 
full of ham 'n eggs, is full of confidence: 


HENRY 
Relax, Neil. Life's one big tit 
ee. groups, groups, they're thick 
as flies. Solo artists are comin' 
back, man. I read it in Rolling 
Stone Magazine. 


NEIL 
That's a Koala Machine, Cosmic 
Venus. The four-flipper with 
the drop targets and a timer. 
It's the solid state. 


HENRY 
Hey, man ~-=- haven't we had 
enough pinball? 


Neil isn't listening. He stands up, picks up his coffee, 
walks slowly toward the pinball tables. 


CLOSE ON BRENDA 


She plays her first ball. She scores amazingly fast. 
Still eating her Baby Ruth, she controls the machine 
with one hand, hurling her small body violently against 
it when necessary. As her score passes 20,000, Felix, 
downing his Jim Beam, starts to look worried. 


FELIX 
You gonna tilt that machine if 
you don't watch it, kid. 


BRENDA 
Analyzin' is paralyzin't, mister. 


CLIT 
Mon, everybody wants her to tilt, 
mon, but she never does. That's 
why they call her Tilt, mon. 


FELIX 
That doesn't make any sense. 
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CLIT 
(imitating Tilt) 
Nothin! in this world makes sense, 
mon. 


(NOTE: From here on, we call her TILT -- like everybody 
except her family.) 


CLOSEUPS OF THE BACK GLASS OF THE MACHINE 


as her total passes 30,000. 


. SHOTS OF TILT, THE MACHINE, FELIX'S REACTION 


of relief as her first ball finally goes out of play. 
She scored 33,000 with it. In b.g., Mickey goes about 
his business, serving customers. 


CLOSE ON NEIL 


standing a few feet away, he watches Tilt play. As the 
Waitress passes, he silently holds out his coffee cup. 

She refills it. Tilt notices Neil from the reflection 

in the glass of the machine. 


CLOSE ON TILT 


She passes Felix's total of 86,400 on her third ball. 
Not bothering to finish, she walks away from the machine 
toward the bar. As she passes Neil, he whistles softly 
through his teeth, shakes his head admiringly. 


NEIL 
Nice. 


TILT 
Thanks. 


Clit leans out of the kitchen hatch. As Tilt passes 
he slaps her palm, drawls in his broad Jamaican accent: 


CLIT 
smashin', girl! You did it again, 
cool one. 


CLOSE ON NEIL 


as he sits down at his table again, on his face is a 
seraphic smile. Henry, eating a piece of pie, inquires: 


HENRY 
Your eggs were getting cold, man. 
I ate ‘em. 


Neil doesn't answer; his mind is elsewhere. 
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61 CLOSE ON MICKEY 


as he picks up stake money from bar, squares it neatly, 
puts it in cash register. Felix sits there. 


FELIX 
You brought in a pro. 


MICKEY 
A pro! You call a fourteen- 
year-old girl a pro? Hell! 
You just ain't as good as you 
think you are, Felix my boy. 


Felix gets up from the bar, gives Mickey the "finger." 
Tilt is just coming back to the bar as he heads for 
the door, face flushed with resentment. Upset at his 
anger, she calls after him, baby-voiced: 


TILT 
Hey, don't be so gross! It's 
only a game! 


At the door Felix turns, gives her the "finger," too, 
as he exits. | 


FELIX 
And yours too, midget! 


The door slams. Tilt shrugs, Mickey smiles. 


TILT 
Dirty ol' man. 


Mickey opens cash register, takes out 20 dollars and hands 
Tilt a bill. 


MICKEY 
Here's a five. The rest goes in 
your bank. 


He reaches up to an old plastic foot-high statuette of 
W.C. Fields ~- a piggy bank with a slot in his hat =- 
and puts fifteen dollars in it. Tilt leans on the bar, 
props her chin in her hands, sighs heavily. Mickey, 
Surprised raises his eyebrows. 


MICKEY 
Whatsa matter? More problems at 
home? 

TILT 
Home? 

(MORE) 
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TILT (CONT'D) 
I live in a place called trouble. 
It's really crammed. When I get 
enough bread in that bank, I'm 
splittin'. 


MICKEY 
C'mon, Tilt. Hang in there. 
(looks at his watch) 
How ‘bout checkin’ into school 
== for once? 


Neil steps up to the bar to pay his check. He smiles 


as he hands Mickey the money. 


TILT 
What for? I only go twice a week 
and I'm getting all A's. That's 
a waste of time, 


NEIL 
S'cuse me. Three forty-two, okay? 
(to Tiit) 


Don't worry =-= life is heavy. But 
you can sure shoot a mean pinball. 


TILT 
(smiles; then, 
noticing his guitar) 
Are you here for the rock concert? 


HENRY 

(breezing up, loudly) 
Are you crazy, woman? He is the 
rock concert! This here is Neil 
Gallagher -- gonna be a big star, 
a big star! 

(whipping out Blaze's 

card, he hands it to 

Tilt) 
I'm associated with Blaze St. 
John Enterprises ~- the people 
behind this concert. I'm his 
manager. 


NEIL 
(long suffering) 
Stroke time... 


Neil, unobserved by Henry, mimes a slow jerk off for Tilt's 
benefit, grins modestly. 
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NEIL 
Yeah, I'm auditioning tomorrow 
morning. Ten-thirty at the 
Civic Auditorium. 


Tilt, frowning with concentration, studies Ricky's card. 
Henry snatches it back out of her hand, impatiently 
heads for the door. 


HENRY 
Come on, man, we gotta check 
in the motel. Gotta rehearse! 
Gotta rest! 


A bit reluctantly, Neil follows him. 


NEIL 
Take care, champ! 

TILT 
Good luck! 

NEIL 
Thanks. 


He pauses at the door a moment; looks back. She stares 
after them. 


EXT. A SMALL FARM - HOLLISTER - LATE AFTERNOON 


A white fence, small farmhouse, mountains beyond, pretty 
country. Tilt walks up path to the front door, carrying 
her totebag (full of schoolbooks again). The sun is low. 
As she approaches house, we HEAR SOUNDS of a colossal 
ROW inside. Tilt pauses... dodges off path, sneaks up 
to window as we HEAR from inside her father's VOICE, 
shouting to David. 


MR. DAVENPORT (0.S.) 
You git out of this house ‘fore I 
call the Sheriff! You dope pusher! 


TILT'S POV THROUGH THE WINDOW - THE LIVING ROOM 
Her FATHER, MOTHER, elder sister, LORETTA (about 18) and 
David (who is obviously stoned), having a colossal row. 
Mrs. Davenport is hysterical. 
MRS. DAVENPORT 
What have you done to my daughter?! 
(MORE) 
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MRS. DAVENPORT (CONT'D) 
You've drugged her! You've drugged 
her! 


DAVID 
Hey, man! Lay back -- it's not 
the end of the world -- she's 
okay, she's happy. 


LORETTA 
It wasn't him -~ I got them from 
Brenda! 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Get out ‘fore I bust your damn 
ass, boy! Get the hell out! 


David retreats through the living room door. SOUNDS of 
his FEET RUNNING, and Mr. Davenport's HEAVY TREAD follow- 
ing. 


DAVID (0.8.) 
(scared now) 
I'm goin', I'm going, man! 
EXT. FRONT OF HOUSE 


The front door bursts open, David lurches out unsteadily, 
hands up, placating. 


DAVID | 
I'm not a violent man, Mr. Davenport 
=-=- I don't believe in it -- I... 


The door slams behind him. David, with a deep "whew..." 
staggers down path. Tilt hisses. 


TILT 
Pssssstt!... David! 


David turns, sees her. He totters over. 
DAVID 
Whew -- wow, man! Some kind of 
whirlwind in there... 


TILT 
What happened? 
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DAVID 
Well, see, I took your sister to 
San Francisco, you know... to 
score... and, well, we sampled 
the merchandise -= and, you know, 
it was too heavy for your sister. 
She totalled... 


TILT 
David, you yo-yo... you're such 
an idiot I can't believe it! 
Why's he screaming about me? 


DAVID 
(weaving out of gate) 
Bad vibes comin’ off the wall in 
there, baby... 


She stares after him, sighs, turns, enters house. 
INT. LIVING ROOM - DAVENPORT HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON (C) 


Mr. Davenport, a big man, bawls out Tilt. His wife, 
a fat woman, is making coffee in the kitchen area, 
weeping intermittently. 


MR. DAVENPORT 
I've put up with your skippin' 
school and gettin’ cocky with 
all that money you been gettin', 
I dunno where ~-— I thought you 
was stealin' or whorin', I 
turned my back to it, ‘cause I 
gave up on you a long time ago. 


MRS. DAVENPORT 
(yells from kitchen) 
You closed your eyes to it, you 
mean -- 


TILT 
Daddy, you're a very confused man. 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Yeah, I closed my eyes -- listen 
don't you get smart with me, you 
little tramp! You gone too far 
this time! Selling drugs! I 
tell you, I'm tempted to call 
the Sheriff -~ You == little 


speed freak! 
(CONTINUED) 
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TILT 
Daddy, Quaaludes isn't speed =-~ 
it's downers. 


Mrs. Davenport is seated in the dining room area eating 
candy from a box and reading the Bible. 


MRS. DAVENPORT 
..- Drugs are bad for your health. 
Don't contradict your father! 


MR. DAVENPORT 
You see? You see? She's an expert! 


TILT 
We're just in two different spaces, 
Daddy. 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Don't you daddy me. 


TILT 
Okay, Pop -- listen: I told you I 
don't get off on speed or downers 
or any of that stuff -- 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Oh, you don't, huh? My ass, you 


don't. 

TILT 
I'ma toker. Grass is what I get 
off on. 


MRS. DAVENPORT 
Oh, my God, my God... Oh, my God... 


TILT 
Mom, the laws are changed now. 
It's only a hundred dollar fine 
up to a lid. 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Oh, my God. 
(turns to kitchen; 
spreads hopeless 
arms) 
She's a drug addict. 
(back to Tilt; 
hoarsely) 
I knew it. Well, I turned my back 
to it. I mean, I closed my eyes 
to it. 
(MORE) 
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MR. DAVENPORT (CONT'D) 
But when you bring your stinkin' 
drugs into this house -- and 
infect this lovely home, where 


there's so much love -- sellin’ 
drugs to your own sister... I 
tell you, I == 

TILT 


I never did!! That's a lie!! 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Now she's callin' me a liar! 
Okay, where else did you get 
that money? Hunh? Two, three 
albums a week! 


She opens her mouth -~~ she tries to explain as she has 
in the past, but disregards it. Tight-—lipped, she glares 
at her dad defiantly. He leans close ~- in a voice of 
thunder. 


MR. DAVENPORT 
I know how much a damn album costs! 


You drug pusher!! 


Eyeball to eyeball, they glare at each other, then Tilt, 
white~faced, summons her reserves. 


TILT 
What a bunch of crap. How can I 
respect you if you don't respect 
me? 


She walks out. Mr. Davenport follows her = 


MR. DAVENPORT 
Okay, Brenda, okay! From now on 
you're gonna be watched, damnit!!! 
You're gonna account for every 
minute, every second that you're 
outta this house. You little 
tramp! You hear me? 


The SOUND of a DOOR SLAMMING upstairs. He shouts: 


MR. DAVENPORT 
This is a house of love, damnit! 
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INT. BATHROOM - DAY 


Tilt stands leaning against the bathroom door, staring 
at Loretta, who is sitting on the john, her head rest- 
ing on her knees. She is halfway out of it -- stoned 
on Quaaludes. Tilt kneels, takes her by the shoulders, 
shoves her upright. 


TILT 
Holy Cow, Loretta... You all 
right? 

LORETTA 
Terrific. 

TILT 


Loretta, why cid you tell him 
you got tem from me? 


LORETTA 
I had to tell him something! 
He was gonna call the Sheriff! 
You want David to go to jail? 
At least Dad won't send you 
to jail -- right? 


Tilt stands up, letting Loretta slump down again. 


TILT 
He wouldn't, huh? He just did. 


She opens the bathroom door. From outside, her father's 
voice bellows. 


MR. DAVENPORT (0.S.) 
You tryin' to sell your sister 
some more drugs? Get outta 
there, you little junkie. 


Tilt rolls her eyes, looks pityingly at Loretta. 


TILT 
This house is my jail, you dope. 


She exits, closing the door gently. 

INT. TILT'S ROOM - EVENING (C) 

Tilt enters, slams door, goes to record player, puts on 
Sam Neely's record "DEEP INSIDE." She sits down, thinks 
for about fifteen seconds... brooding... she stands up -- 


looks out window == it's evening. 
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She's goes to cupboard, pulls out Levis... socks... she 
gets a camping bag out... she selects a few albums out 
of the hundred or so she owns -- fetches toothbrush, 
Tampax box, takes down her favorite rock star pinup 
pictures (Elton John); she collects everything in a heap 
on the bed. She selects three or four books from her 
bookshelf. One of them is "The Prophet" by Kahlil 
Gibran. She sits on the bed, opens the book. After 

a few moments, she lies back on the bed among all her 
belongings, stares out the window. The moon is rising. 
It seems that she cannot make up her mind to run away. 


EXT. CIVIC AUDITORIUM -- MAIN STREET ~- SANTA CRUZ ~ NEXT 
DAY ~ MORNING 


Outside the auditorium, several vans and VW buses indicate 


the presence of rock groups. Musicians, road managers, 
groupies, etc., mill around as Neil and Henry enter. 


INT. CIVIC AUDITORIUM - MORNING (C) 


CLOSE ON a rock group on stage at the climax of their 
number. They are an exaggerated, third-rate imitation 
of "The Who." The noise they make is deafening. SHOT 
WIDENS TO REVEAL scattered audience, FEATURING PAUL 
BEAVER BERLIN, the impresario, with his entourage, in 
the third row. His expression is pained. At the back 
of the hall, a bunch of local kids enjoy the audition. 


"The Carrots" finish their number with a lot of drum 


crashing. The lead singer, in his outlandish gold glitterx 


costume, raises his guitar high over his head, about 
to smash it Pete Townsend style. The groupies at the 
back of the audience scream. The group's MANAGER 
rushes on stage, restrains the singer from smashing 
the guitar. 


MANAGER 
Okay, okay, Bruce. It's just an 
audition. 

BEAVER 


Thank you, thanks very much, boys. 
Next, please! 


Beside the stage, Neil and Henry wait nervously. 
HENRY 
Okay, man. Go on up there! You're 
gonna kill ‘em! 
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He shoves Neil up the steps to stage. 


As the group unplug their sound equipment, their Manager 
accosts Beaver. 


MANAGER 
Great, hunh, Beaver? Hunh? 
(he offers him a 
spoon of coke) 
The sky's the limit for these 
boys! What a sound, hunh? 


BEAVER 
(snorts up one 
nostril) 
Yeah, the sound... it's, you 
know, it's weak in places, Burt, 
it -- 


MANAGER . 
Hey, man, they can play louder, 
a lot louder =-=- Hey, boys! Boys! 


BEAVER 

(hurriedly) 
Okay, Burt, okay. I'm impressed 
... but I got eight, ten groups 
to go before lunch, okay? 

(yells at the stage) 
Next, please! Come on, we haven't 
got all day! 


He snorts up nostril No. 2. 
ON STAGE 


Neil adjusts the mike, slings his guitar across his 
chest. Behind him the group's "roadies" are still dis- 
mantling their equipment. Henry hisses from the side 
of the stage: 


HENRY 
Just get it on, man! Get it on! 
Let ‘em have it! 


Neil clears his throat, plays the intro chords of "Long 
Road to Texas." He has reached maybe the fourth bar 
when Beaver notices him. Neil's guitar is almost in- 
audible among the noise in the hall. Beaver stares at 
him, gapes, turns to one of his ASSISTANTS. 
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BEAVER 
Who's that? 
ASSISTANT 
Neil something. You booked him, 
boss. 
Neil, eyes closed with the intensity of his 


sings the first line of his song: 


NEIL 
I never promised to live my 
life so fine... 
I never promised to be so kind. 


BEAVER 
(steps forward, 
waving his arms) 
Hold it, hold it, just a minute! 


Neil stops. 


BEAVER 
Where's your group? 


HENRY 
(running on stage) 
He don't need a group, Beaver -- 
This is Neil Gallagher! 
(to Neil) 
Keep goin', man -- keep goin'! 


BEAVER 
Keep goin' my ass! Just keep 
goin' right off my stage! 


HENRY 
Hey, Beav, I'm doin’ ya the 
biggest favor in your life! 
This boy is a great artist. 
How d'ya think a star is born? 


BEAVER 
In a group, they're born! Listen, 
asshole, we got 50,000 kids gonna 
be here -= smokin’, druggin', 
snortin', gettin' laid -- you 
think they're gonna sit still for 
a hick with a guitar? Not ‘less 
his name's Dylan, boy! 

(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 


70 


71 


72 


73 


50. 


CONTINUED: (2) 


BEAVER (CONT'D) 
Is your name Dylan? Hunh? 
(takes a deep breath) 


Get off my stage! 
(he turns his back) 


Next, please! Next group! 


The next group, six strong, all done up in elaborate 
glitter costumes are already pushing their way up on 
stage. Neil stands there an instant as they shoulder 
their way past him carrying their amplifiers. He looks 
around desolately. 


CLOSE ON TILT 


At the back of the hall among the kids. She stares at 
the tragic sight, learning another of life's sad lessons. 


EXT. CIVIC AUDITORIUM - MORNING X 


Henry and Neil, guitar on his shoulder, walk disconsolately 
away from the main entrance as yet another musician's van 
pulls up outside. 


HENRY 
Life's like a seagull -- the 
more you feed it, the more it 
shits on ya. 


A voice behind them, Tilt's voice, calls: 


TILT 
Hey, Neil...! 


They don't hear her. Crushed, they slouch away. ‘Two 
Texas hicks in the wrong place at the wrong time. Tilt 
stares after them, with compassion. 


EXT. SANTA CRUZ MALL ~ COOPER'S RESTAURANT ~- NOON X 


Sidewalk cafe crowded with college kids sitting at tables, 
jazz band plays in b.g., Neil and Henry are sitting at 
one of the tables. 


HENRY 
Y'know, I think all the plumbers 
in Hollywood must be on strike... 
Hollywood is really full o'shit... 
(MORE ) 
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| BEAVER (CONT'D) 
Is your name Dylan? Hunh? 

(takes a deep breath) 
Get off my stagel 

(he turns his back) 
Next, please! Next group! 


The next group, six strong, all done up in elaborate 
glitter costumes are already pushing their way up on 
stage. Neil stands there an instant as they shoulder 
their way past him carrying their amplifiers. He looks 
around desolately. 


CLOSE ON TILT 


At the back of the hall among the kids. She stares at 
the tragic sight, learning another of life's sad lessons. 


EXT. CIVIC AUDITORIUM - MORNING X 


Henry and Neil, guitar on his shoulder, walk disconsolately 
away from the main entrance as yet another musician's van 
pulls up outside. 


HENRY 
Life’s like a seagull -- the 
more you feed it, the more it 
shits on ya. 


A volce behind them, Tilt's voice, calls: 


TILT 
Hey, Neil...! 


They don't hear her. Crushed, they slouch away. Two 
Texas hicks in the wrong place at the wrong time. Tilt 
stares after them, with compassion. 


EXT. SANTA CRUZ MALL =- COOPER'S RESTAURANT - NOON x 


Sidewalk cafe crowded with college kids sitting at tables, 
jazz band plays in b.g., Neil and Henry are sitting at 
one of the tables. 


HENRY 
Y'know, I think all the plumbers 
in Hollywood must be on strike... 
Hollywood is really full o'shit... 
(MORE) 
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HENRY (CONT'D) 

.. That Blaze St. John -- he 
really had me bullshitted. He 
doesn't know anybody an' nobody 
knows him. It's a good thing we 
didn't sign that twenty-year 
contract with Blaze. 


NEIL 

You know somethin', Henry? You've 
turned a little Hollywood yourself. 

(sorry now) 
Hey, look -- I know you've been 
bustin' your ass -- but you saw 
what we're up against! Even 
that poor imitation of 'The Who' 
-~ they must've spent two, three 
thousand dollars just on their 
goddamn wardrobe. We -- we got 
nuthin’... 'Cept for that gold 
mine we found this morning. 


HENRY 
Gold mine? 
(looks up fast) 
What gold mine? 


NEIL 
The little pinball freak. 
HENRY 
You don't mean that... that... 
Aw, c'mon, man...!? 
NETL 


She's ready to split any time -- 
you heard her! If we don't take 
her, I tell you ~- someone else 
will. She's money in the bank. 


HENRY 
(genuinely shocked) 
You can't do that! She's in 
school! 


NEIL 
School, shit -- she's in that 
saloon all day. I tell ya, listen, 
there's thousands of kids run away 
from home every day, that's 
Statistics, okay? 


(CONTINUED) 
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HENRY 
(shaking head 
massively) 
Unh-unh. Unh=-unh ==- that's also 
ten years in San Quentin, that's 
what that is! 


NEIL 
Can't I get one thing through 
your sick skull? I ain't after 
her damn little ass!! I'm talking 
business. I'm talkin’ gamblin' -- 


HENRY 
Gamblin'? Listen, this ain't 
Texas. ‘Round here all you 
gonna win is nickels and dimes. 


NEIL 
Henry, I'm not talkin' ‘bout 
nickels and dimes. 


HENRY 
This ain't Corpus Christi. 


NEIL 
Damn right. But that's where 
we take her. 


Henry opens his mouth. Pause. 


HENRY 
You're crazy. 


NEIL 
I'm talkin' ‘bout The Whale, baby. 
I'm talkin’ 'bout that fat pile of 
blubber -- that fat... fat... 


He can't express it. 


HENRY 
Oh, no. Oh, no =-=- no way, count 
me out. I wouldn't be caught in 
a five-hundred mile radius of 
The Whale. 


NEIL 
Will you shut up for a minute? 
(MORE) 
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CONTINUED: 


(3) 


NEIL (CONT'D) 
Look, there's only one thing 
I need more 'n money, man =-=- 
and that's to see The Whale 
get beat. The kid can get his 
chunks. She can take him. And 
when we're through with him, 
we'll take her to New Orleans 
=- where the Weasle's at, right? 
That's pinball heaven ~-- big 
money there. 


HENRY 
Y'know, you're really nuts. 
Gimme a cigarette, will ya? 
(beat) 
But what about your career? 


NEIL 
What career? 
(deep sigh) 
That was the last of the smoke. 


HENRY 
Look, I know it hasn’t always 
worked out. 


NEIL 
Hasn't...? Hey... How ‘bout 
never? This time I'm gonna do 
what I want to do -~ my way. 
Okay? We'fll work her for 'bout 
six months. When we come back, 
we'll have twenty, thirty grand 
in our pockets -= who knows how 
much? Then... I start my career. 
The right way. 


HENRY 
She won't go. 


NEIL 
She will. She digs me. 


HENRY 
You silver-tongued devil. 


NEIL 
(lights another smoke) 
Okay, okay. 
(MORE) 
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NEIL (CONT'D) 
Listen... I got an idea... 
here's how we'll work it... 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. MICKEY'S PLACE - AFTERNOON (C) 


Tilt is at the corner table playing backgammon with an old 
man. The TV is ON. Monday night football game... Oakland X 


Raiders. A few customers. SOUNDS of PINBALL from the X 
back. Henry enters, goes to bar. 
HENRY 
Gimme a boillermaker, Mickey, 
will ya? 
TILT 


(to her opponent) 
'Scuse me a minute, okay? 


She gets up, goes over, sits beside Henry. He looks 
very pissed off. 


TILT 
Hi. 


Henry, an indecipherable grunt. 


TILT 
Are you guys staying for the 
concert or are you splitting? 


Henry gives dirty look and ignores her. 


Mickey comes over, winks at Tilt. Tilt slams her hand 
on the bar. 


TILT 
Doctor Pepper, please! On the 
rocks! 
(to Henry) 
Where's Neil? 


HENRY 
(growls) 
How the hell do I know where he 
is? That ungrateful son-of-a~ 
bitch -=~ they're all alike... 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 


74 


15 


76 


TT 


78 


Rev. 10/10/77 55. 


CONTINUED: 


HENRY (CONT'D) 
e+. You give an artist your time, 
your talent, your sweat... they're 
all leeches. 


TILT 
(shocked) 
No shit... what happened? 


HENRY 
Oh, you wouldn't understand, kid. 
This is show biz. 


TILT 
Well... 
(beat) 
You ever going to see him again? 


HENRY 
(a long beer swallow) 
'Fraid so. At the bus station. X 
We're catchin' the 7:40 to L.A. 


He mutters into his beer. Tilt, serious-faced, retreats 
~~ picks up her tote bag from the floor... looks up at 
the clock. It says 7:20. 


EXT. BUS TERMINAL - SANTA CRUZ - AFTERNOON 


Adjoining the bus stop, a parking lot, shaded by a few 
trees. A couple of trucks and some farm equipment are 
parked there. There's a stack of bricks, a pile of 
crates, some garbage cans. Neil sits on one of a dozen 
bundles of old newspapers; he's reading one, three days 
old, eating a banana. From time to time he looks up 
towards street. 


LONG SHOT 


Tilt appears, coming down Main Street from Mickey's Place. 
Neil sees her. He stuffs the remaining banana in his 
mouth, hurriedly reaches for his guitar case, opens it. 


CLOSE ON TILT 

She stops short as she sees Neil in parking lot, his 

back to her, hunched over his guitar, improvising a 
melody. His guitar case is open with a sign on the back 
of the case that reads "Closed on Rod Stewart's Birthday." 
ANGLE ON NEIL 

as Tilt rather hesitantly approaches him. 


(CONTINUED) 
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TILT 
Hi. I hear you're splitting. 
(pause) 
sorry about your gig. 
NEIL 


Life's like a seagull. The more 
you feed it, the more it shits 
on you. 


TILT 
I know what you mean... I just 
had the worst head-on ever with 
my folks. 


NEIL 
(strumming guitar) 
It's always been easier for me 
to say things in a song. 


Acting as if he's thinking up the lyric, spontaneously, 
he starts to tune his guitar... as, in LONG SHOT, behind 
Tilt, we SEE Henry hiding behind the waiting bus. 


NEIL 
(as he continues 
to tune his 
guitar) 
Guitar's lyin' to me... 
(sings) 
If you see her, ask her for me 
If the dreamer in her ever set 
her free. 
Does she know now what the words 
I sing mean -- 
If you see her, ask her for me. 


Suddenly Henry makes his entrance. He stomps across, 
in between Neil and Tilt. In a loud, irritable voice, 


interrupting the song, he says: 


HENRY 
What are you doing sittin' on 
your ass? Have you put my bags 
on the bus yet? 


NEIL 
No. 


HENRY 
You're sitting there, singing those 
dumb songs to some stupid groupie 
whore! 


TILT 
I'm not a... 


(CONTINUED ) 
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HENRY 
Shut up, groupie! 

(back to Neil) 

Listen. I just spoke to Blaze. 
He said, you want us to pay for 
the record demo, you sign the 
contract, okay? 

(imitating Blaze) 
seventy percent of all he earns 
for ten years, that's it, or he 
can stick his demo up his pretty 
little ass, okay? 


NEIL 
You're a bunch of bloodsuckers. 
Stick it up your own... 


TILT 
70 percent is exploitation!!! 


HENRY 
Listen, when I wan to talk 
business with teeny-boppin', 
smart-ass tramp groupies, I'll 
let you know. 


He shoves her out of the way. Neil rises to his feet 
ominously. 


TILT 
I'm not a gsrouviel!! 


NEIL 
Okay, man -- just keep your 
hands off the lady, okay? 


HENRY 
Lady?? This scruffy little 
star-bangin' peanut? Shit! 


Neil swings at Henry, making like he's delivering a 
terrific haymaker -- somewhat slow motion. 


CLOSEUP 


We SEE Henry raise his hands as if to protect himself 
and clap them loudly as he slips the lethargic punch. 
He howls in mock pain, and collapses; an amateurish 
stunt man's trick, but very effective. Tilt-—-wise. 


(CONTINUED) 
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TILT 
Hey, Neil, stop it! Please stop 
it! 


Henry rolls in the dust, cursing dramatically, then 
staggers to his feet. 


HENRY 
You yellow-livered bastard! 


He hurls himself at Neil, swinging wildly. One of his 
mock=punches connects accidentally with Neil's nose. 
Neil grabs him, growling. 


NEIL 
Takin' advantage, huh? Okay... 


He hits Henry a sharp jab in the stomach. Henry doubles 


over ==- very surprised ==- gasps. 


HENRY 
You double-crossin' shit! 


He kicks Neil hard in the knee. It hurts. Neil grabs 
his leg and the next instant they are writhing among a 
heap of burst-open old newspapers. 

CLOSEUP— THE ACTION 


Neil has Henry in a strangle-lock. Henry gurgles. 


HENRY 
Shit, man, go easy! You're 
killin’ me! 

NEIL 
Good idea. 


He releases Henry, who staggers to his feet. As Neil 
gets up, Henry, with a malevolent expression, swings 
as hard as he can, catches Neil on the side of the 
head, knocking him flat again. Pleased with himself, 
he grins at Tilt -- spits in the dust -- shouts at 
Neil on the ground. 


HENRY 
That's for double~crossin' us. 


TILT 
(to Henry) 
You sonovabitch! 


(CONTINUED) 
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Neil gets up, and with one hard punch, sends Henry into 
the trash cans. He disappears in a heap of flying gar- 
bage, with a great deal of NOISE. He gets up, brushing 
egg shells and unspeakable muck out of his hair. He 
doesn't have to act pissed-off now, as he pants. 


HENRY 

Now you've done it -- Now you've 
really done it! You've laid hands 
on an executive of the music industry! 
When the word gets out, what you've 
done to me ~-=- when the word gets out, 
you're through in L.A. You understand, 
boy? Persona non grata!!! 

(he staggers off -- 

a parting shot) 
"Cause Blaze owns L.A. -- He owns 
it! 


Neil and Tilt watch him retreat. Beyond him, the bus 
is pulling into the terminal. 


NEIL 
Now I've really blown it. There 
goes my demo 


Silence. Tilt bites her lip. 


TILT 
I'm sorry. It was my fault. 


NEIL 


No, no it wasn't. It was comin' 
down anyway. My moon's in Aries. 


LONG SHOT - HENRY 


boards the bus, behind an old woman with a kid. Neil 
watches with a sad face. 


BACK TO NEIL AND TILT 


Tilt looks at his guitar, on the ground. She reaches 
out, touches it. 


TILT 
What's a demo? 

NEIL 
It's a tape. 

(MORE) 
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NEIL (CONT'D) 
You can make a record from it, 
send it around... you don't have 
to do your dog act every time you 
go audition if you have a tape... 
you can maybe get a deal with a big 
record company once they listen to 
it, right? 

(pause) 

Cost a lotta money... a demo. 
About two thousand dollars. 


He dusts himself off, picks up his guitar. In b.g. the 
bus moves off. Neil squares his shoulders. 


NEIL 
Well... guess I'd better get goin'. 
I always like hitchhiking. You 
meet all kinds of people. 


He puts his guitar in its battered old case. 


| TILT 
Neil... I've got three hundred 
dollars. 
NEIL 


(looks up: smiles) 
Thanks, honey... I don't take 
money from women. 


TILT 
I made it playin' pinball. I can 
make 2,000 dollars easy, and -~ 


NEIL 
Hold it, hold it... 
(he looks very 
serious now) 
You mean... gambling? 


TILT 
Yeah, we can hit all the truckstops 
and pinball arcades all over the 
country. I've heard Mickey say 
there's a lot of people bet on 
pinball. 


NEIL 
Why would you do that for me? 
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TILT 
Do you have idea how good you 
really are? I've bought over 
three hundred albums. You're 
the best singer I've ever 
heard, and your songs are 
beautiful. I'd like to, you 
know, invest my money in 
you... you're great! 


NEIL 
Thanks, well... the only way 
I might go for it is if it 
were a business contract. 


TILT 
Like your manager, you mean? 
I don't know much about it... 
management, but you can tell 
me what to do, okay? And 
I'll only take... how 'bout 
25%. Would that be okay? 


NEIL 
Yeah, that sounds okay. That's 
not exploitation. There's 
only one thing, Tilt. I've 
got to go to Nashville, 
Tennessee to cut my demo. 
Nashville through Texas -- 
gotta pick up my musicians. 
My sound is the Texas sound 


om Okay? 


TILT 
Great. I always wanted to 
go to Texas. There's lots 
of pinball machines on the 
way. 


NEIL 
Tilt, you can't just take 
off like that -- What about 
your folks, school? 


TILT 
I don't have any folks anymore. 
(MORE ) 
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TILT (CONT'D) 
I split this morning. Honestly. 
All my stuff's at Mickey's. I 
was going anyway -~ I've had 
it in this dump... You know =-= 
I'm glad we met. Now I've 
got a reason to go. 


NEIL 
How old are you? 


TILT 
Fifteen. 
(pauses) 
Nearly fifteen. 


Neil thinks -- pretends to think, that is. He looks 
into the red sun. He has the makings of a terrific 
actor, romantic style. Then he looks Tilt straight in 
the eye. 


NEIL 

I'll tell you what I'll do, 
Tilt. I want you to have fifty 
percent of the whole package. 
You deserve it. You manage 
my career and you'll get 25 
percent of everything I make. 
Then I'll manage your pinball 
games and you'll get another 
twenty~five percent of everything 
you win... okay? 

(he holds out 

his hand) 
Twenty-five plus twenty-five 
makes fifty percent... okay?... 
Deal? 


She takes his hand. They shake. She tries to look 
cool and matter of fact, but she is just a kid, and 
cannot conceal the excitement in her eyes. 


TILT 
It's a deal, Neil. 
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EXT. MAIN STREET ~ SANTA CRUZ - LATE DAY 


Outside Mickey's place, several cars and motorcycles 

indicate evening business is good. Jukebox MUSIC comes 
from inside, as Tilt appears hurrying down the sidewalk. 
She enters. 


EXT. HIGHWAY - LATE DAY (C) 


At an intersection just outside Santa Cruz, Neil sits 
under a tree smoking a cigarette. Sitting on his suit- 
case, he looks toward the lights of the small town. A 
truck roars by. 


INT. MICKEY'S PLACE - LATE DAY (C) 


CLOSEUP on Mickey. His face is filled with concern and 
dark premonitions as now drinking a Dr. Pepper, leaning 
across the bar, he tells Tilt: 


MICKEY 
... He's a punk! Twenty-two 
years behind a bar, I got 
instincts. Goddamnit, you 
haven't fallen for that con 
man's song-and-dance act, have 
you? Hunh? 


TILT 
Aw, Mickey, don't be silly! 
It's a business arrangement. 
Fifty-fifty, like you and me... 


She looks up -~ on the shelf behind the bar stands the 
W.C. Fields piggy bank. 


TILT 
I've had it here. I feel like 
I'm gonna explode. 


CLOSEUP - MICKEY 


MICKEY 
People mistake kindness for 
weakness. He's a no-good punk. 
He's gonna use you, you little 
dummy. 


TILT 
Well, maybe... you use me, too. 
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CONTINUED: 


Mickey sighs profoundly, turns away, reaches up, fetches 


down W.C. 


EXT. HIGHWAY - SANTA CRUZ -~ 


MICKEY 
Yeah?... Well, it's okay to use 
people if you throw in a little 
love. 


TILT 
Yeah? 
(a smile) 
Well, I know one thing. He 
needs me, and I need him. It's 
a business deal. 


Fields. 


LATE AFTERNOON 


64. 


LONG SHOT of Neil as he steps out from the shadows of 


the trees, into the light of a streetlamp. 


the highway. 


NEIL'S POV - TILT 


coming toward him. 


EXT. DESERTED HIGHWAY ~ NIGHT (C) 


The moon hangs low over far-off mountains. 


roars PAST CAMERA. 


INT. TRUCK CAB - NIGHT 


He looks up 


She carries a small suitcase, a rain- 
coat. She's wearing Lou's Oakland Raiders football cap. 


A pickup 


The driver is a Mexican, swarthy and moustached. Tilt. 
is half asleep, her head on Neil's shoulder. The RADIO 


PLAYS a MEXICAN TUNE. 


in his ear: 


TILT 


By the way, I've never been down 


with anyone, I'm a virgin, 


Neil hums along; he sings a frag- 
ment of a verse in Spanish in his beautiful husky voice. 
Tilt opens her eyes and smiles with pride. 
grins, offers him a huge dark green cigar. 
it. A thought crosses Tilt's mind. 


The driver 
Neil lights 


She whispers loudly 


Neil raises his eyebrows, draws on the cigar, coughs 
explosively. 
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TILT 
I mean, this is strictly business, 
right? 


Neil, still coughing, nods reassuringly. 


TILT 
Right. 


EXT. A SMALL CALIFORNIA BORDER TOWN - NIGHT 


The moon is high now. LONG SHOT of the truck pulling 
away down the dusty highway, revealing Neil and Tilt, 
small figures in the road, walking up toward a tiny, 
rundown motel on the edge of town. 


INT. MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT 


The clock above the desk says 2:30 A.M. Beneath it, a 
half-asleep, watery eyed old MAN, muttering under his 
breath, scowls at Tilt with deep disapproval as he 

shoves a registration slip toward Neil, and coughs nerve- 
wrackingly. Tilt regards the old bastard with youthful 
concern. Neil signs, pauses, looks up. 


NEIL 
Pardon me, sir -- my mother's 
goin' to call us here tonight -- 
me an' my sister -- school on 
Monday, y'know! 
(he grins; all teeth) 
Your switchboard open all night? 


MOTEL MAN 
What switchboard? For nine-fifty 
a night, whaddya want, the 
Waldorf-Astoria? 


INT. MOTEL BATHROOM ~ NIGHT (C) 


Tilt is getting undressed. Her suitcase is open on the 
floor. She puts on her pajama top. She washes her 
panties, hangs them on the shower rail. She turns on 

the tap again. CAMERA HOLDS on the tap as Tilt DISAPPEARS 
FROM SHOT in the direction of the john. 


INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT (C) 

A seedy little room. Neil is sprawled on one of the two 
beds with his boots off and his shirt open, reading an 
old copy of "Rolling Stone" Magazine. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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From 0.5., we can HEAR SOUNDS of the TAP RUNNING in the 
bathroom. At the end of the bed his guitar case, open. 
SOUND of the bathroom DOOR UNLOCKING. Rather hurriedly, 
Neil throws the "Rolling Stone" in the case on top of his 
guitar, closes it, lies back, arms behind head. Tilt 
enters, lugging her suitcase, wearing pajamas. She 
crosses to her bed, gets into it, pulls up the covers. 
She yawns exaggeratedly. 


TILT 
Boy, am I tired. 


Neil gets to his feet briskly, smiles, yawns in an 
equally contrived fashion. He takes off the cheap In- 
Gian necklace he wears ~-- small turquoise and coral 
beads ~-- and drops it on the bedside table. 


NEIL 
Me, too. All tuckered out. ? 


Tilt picks up the necklace. 


TILT 
It's Indian, hunh? 

NEIL 
Apache... Keep it, I've got 
another. 

TILT 
Really? 

NEIL 


Sure. It's our contract. Okay? 


He enters bathroom. As we HEAR 0.S. NOISES of Neil in 
bathroom, Tilt lies there stiffly, looking full of ap- 
prehension. Then she notices the guitar case. A corner 
of "Rolling Stone" is sticking out. She gets out of bed, 
opens the case, takes out the magazine, opens it. 


Another magazine falls out of it: "The L.A. Swingers 
Swapmeet." It has lurid photos of a buxom nude on the 
cover. Tilt stares at the sex paper -- picks it up as 
if it were red-hot. She clumsily fits it back inside 
the "Rolling Stone," replaces them in the guitar case, 
slams lid. BATHROOM NOISES CONTINUE. Overcome by her 
curiosity, Tilt gingerly reopens the case and peeks into 
the porno magazine. She begins to examine its interior 
secrets as best she can, without removing it from either 
its cover magazine or the guitar case. 
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INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT (C) 


Neil combs his hair. He smiles charmingly at himself in 
the mirror. He applies after-shave lotion liberally. 

With a skimpy little motel towel around his waist, Neil 
eae great. He opens the bathroom door, reenters the 
edroom. 


NEIL'S POV 


Tilt is sitting on his bed, leaning with her elbows on 

the guitar case in a ridiculously awkward position, star- 
ing fixedly at a picture of a cactus on the wall, whistling 
tunelessly. Her face is bright red. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Neil smiles seductively, stretches, flexes his torso 
muscles. 


NEIL 
Boy, am I tired. 


He sits down on his bed beside Tilt. She freezes; she 
gets to her feet with exaggerated casualness, stretches, 
yawns again -- absurdly, phony, this yawn. 


TILT 
Me, too. Completely exhausted. 


She abruptly dives into her own bed, pulls the covers up 
to her chin. 


Neil turns his back to Tilt, unknots his towel. It drops, 
treating Tilt to a flash of his bare ass before he slides 
into bed. They both lie there. Then, in a sleepy voice, 
Neil murmurs: 


NEIL 
Flagstaff tomorrow. X 
(he yawns again) 
What's the name of that place 
again? That Mickey told you 


about? 
TILT 
Mickey's friend. He drives a 
tomato truck. Warjac's, it's X 
called. 
NEIL 


Warjac's? X 
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EXT. BEN LOMOND - DAY 


Signs indicate "Flagstaff, Arizona.” We SEE car dropping 
off Tilt and Neil as they cross the street going towards 
gas station next to arcade to freshen up and they leave 
their gear with gas attendant. They cross bridge towards 
Warjac's Arcade. 


INT. WARJAC'S ARCADE - FLAGSTAFF - MORNING (C) 


About four o'clock. The joint is crammed. A terrific 
NOISE -= JUKEBOX, POOL TABLES, AIR HOCKEY MACHINES, PIN- 
BALL MACHINES. Ranch hands, oil workers, local teenage 
hell-raisers, college kids, pharmacists! assistants, 
shit-kickers and rednecks provide the HUMAN SOUNDS. Lots 
of shabby Stetson hats, Levi's and flowered shirts, beer 
and hot dogs. Pinball saloons are all the same, but 
different. A big sign hangs above all: "FOR AMUSEMENT 
ONLY - NO GAMBLING ALLOWED." 


Neil and Tilt seated at the counter eating junk food; 
they have reached the final course, magnificent sundaes. 
Tilt is relaxed now, and expansive. She looks around 


the huge arcade. Use PAN SHOT of various pinball machines 


as Tilt's VOICE 0.S. describes various machines. 


TILT (0.S.) 
See those old machines back 
there? Those are the bally 
bingos. They're illegal in 
some states. 


TILT'S POV 


Six or eight old pinball machines in the most deserted 
corner of the room. An old man, who looks like an 
undertaker, is playing one of them. Four very young 
kids play another. — 


BACK TO SCENE 


Tilt looks across the other side of the pool hall -- 
as CAMERA PANS, REVEALING numerous types of pinball 
machines. 


TILT (0.8.) 
That's an old Gottlieb jack-in- 
the-box. The hottest game they 
ever made... That's a space 
mission: William's best machine. 


NEIL 
What makes one machine better 
than the other? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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TILT 
Kids like action with noise and 
lights. Pinball freaks prefer skill. 
The one that takes the most skill. 
All the new ones are going to solid 
state with macro-processors... 
mini-computer. 


NEIL 
Hum. 

(not wanting to 
show that he's 
impressed) 

I know all about that. 


TILT 
I gotta call Mickey and tell 
him I'm okay. 


As Tilt speaks, the SOUND of the DOOR BANGING OPEN, 
tramping FEET and boisterous VOICES turns Neil's head. 


NEIL 
Cool it. Here comes some live 
ones. 


The guys drape themselves along the counter. Two are 
obviously college studs; an older man with a heavy red 
beard, in his fifties, smells of show business. A dark 
Vegas type, pinstriped, imitation mafioso, brings up 

the rear ~- behind the only female in the group. An 
extremely pretty, big~titted, slinky-assed nineteen-year- 
Old Nevada adventurist. She looks really tacky, her 
makeup is a mess, a bruise on her cheekbone just misses 
blacking one of her moody eyes, but she is beautiful. 
She's wearing a fox fur stole this warm spring evening, 
and an absurd hat. She carries an old crocodile~skin 
dressing case, and a plastic bag full of spare shoes. 
One of the college GUYS, a big "Joe Namath" type charac- 
ter, yells to the WAITRESS: 


CASEY 

Everything all right? How you 
doin', baby? Give us twelve 
beers. We shoulda won that 
goddamn football game. 

(with a leer) 
When you gonna give me a taste 
of that nice stuff, baby? 


WAITRESS 
Beer's all you're gonna get from 
me, Casey. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 


This raises a round of crass laughs. Casey's girl, HYPE, 


winks at the Waitress. 


HYPE 
Just another dog in heat. 


Casey whirls on her. She ruffles his hair deftly. 


HYPE 


But such a nice, big, cuddly dog, 


huh? 


CASEY 
(to the Mafia type) 
Hey, Lenny, did you get the 


reservations in Vegas tomorrow? 


At the MGM? 
LENNY 


You got ‘em. Compliments of the 
casino, pally. Your dad's credit 


is stronger than 10 acres of 
garlic. 


College Stud #2, GARY, steps away from the counter, sur- 


veys the room. 


GARY 
C'mon, let's get it on ~~ pool 
or pinball, Casey? 


CASEY 
Any way you want to cut your 
throat, Gary. 


CLOSE ON PINBALL SCOREBOARD 


We SEE a Bally Mattihari machine. Player One has a © 
thirty-two thousand. Player Two has seventy-four thousand 
as the third ball is being played. CAMERA PULLS BACK TO 


SHOW Casey shooting against Gary. 


CASEY 
You and God and all his angels 
couldn't beat me, Gary. 


70. 


He continues to score as CAMERA PULLS BACK FURTHER TO 
SHOW, a couple of tables away in f.g., Neil putting a 


quarter in a William's hot--tip game. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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102 CONTINUED: 


NEIL 
We're gonna lay some traps first, 
okay? Give him the eye, baby. 
(loudly as he shoots 
his pinball) 
Wow! Am I hot tonight, honey! 


Tilt leans on the table as Neil plays. Sucking a malt 
through a straw, she gazes at Casey -- a steady, sultry, 
teeny~bopper gaze... 


103 CLOSE ON CASEY 


As his fifth ball goes down, his total reaches ninety- 
eight thousand. He steps back. Gary, shaking his head, X 
counts out twenty dollars on the machine. 


CASEY 
Pinball is just too easy for me. 


As he picks up Gary's money, he looks over at Tilt who's X 
now shooting pinball. He likes what he's looking at. 


GARY X 
Cool it, Casey -- that's San 
Quentin quail! 


In the b.g., Lenny is sitting on a high chair watching X 
the game. Hype, leaning against the wall, looks bored ~- 
then turns her big blue eyes on Neil -- with curiosity. 


104 CLOSE ON TILT 


playing her third ball, her total sixty-four thousand. 
She's overheard Gary's crack, too, and doesn't like it. x 
Neil praises her playing loudly. 


NEIL 
Boy, you're hot today, Brenda! x 


pS 


Shaking his head, grinning, Neil steps over to Gary, 
fishing in his pocket. 


NEIL 
Hey, brother, can I borrow your 
back a minute? 


He flashes the joint he has taken from his pocket. Gary X 
obligingly stands there, drinking his beer as Neil lights 

up behind his back. He looks at Hype. Their eyes meet -- 
then she lowers hers. She’s looking at his crotch. Neil 

gets an instant hard-on. Takes a long drag, murmurs to 5 
Gary: 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


NEIL 
Thanks, man. Want a hit? 


Gary shakes his head. Casey leans close. He noticed 


that hot-eyes look of Hype's. 


CASEY 
You'd better be cool, buddy. 
You can get five years around 
here. 


NEIL 

(cupping joint in 

hand, grins) 
I'll take the five. I need a 
little lift. This kid is taking 
me to the cleaners, man. 

(to Tilt, quietly) 
Okay, now, don't shoot too good, 
ding-dong... 


Tilt lets her ball go down the out-hole. Her total is 
seventy-seven thousand. Neil slaps the machine. 

pulls out his roll of money; it looks fat, full of 
fifties. He peels off a ten, gives it to her, takes 


another drag on his joint, announces: 


NEIL 

Seventy-seven thousand in four 
balls, wow! She's unbeatable! 

(he pats her ass, 

sticks out his 

hand) 
I'm Neil Gallagher. Headin' for 
Hollywood. And this is Brenda. 
My chauffeur. 

(winks) 
That's our Mercedes 450 out there. 


CASEY 
Casey Silverwater. This here is 
Gary Laswitz. 
(a smile for Tilt) 
Yeah, you sure got a hot little 
number there all right. 


GARY 
Football is Casey's game. Every 
time he picks one up, he makes a 
hundred yards. 


(CONTINUED) 
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NEIL 
Yeah? Well, every time I pick up 
a guitar, I make a hundred grand. 


He laughs loudly at his word-play. Casey and his friends 
look impressed. Hype takes care NOT to look impressed. 


TILT 
Neil is a superstar. The Spinal 
Chords. That's his group. 


NEIL 
And this here is my boss groupie, 
right, darlin’? 
(he kisses top of 
her head) 
They don't go too much for hard 
rock 'round here, baby. 


CASEY 
Hard rock? Hard cock is more 
like my line. 


TILT 
Yeah, I guess you are pretty cocky. 


NEIL 
(annoyed) 
Hey, man -~ cool it, okay? 


HYPE 
(to Casey) 
You big slob. 


CASEY 
Shut up, Hype. 
(holds out twenty 
dollar bill to 
Tilt) 
Want to play a little game with 
me, sweetheart? 


NEIL 
You crazy? She'll whip your ass, 
buster. 

CASEY 


(cold stare for Neil) 
Pinball's not the game I had in 
mind, ol’ buddy =-= 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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104 CONTINUED: (3) 


CASEY (CONT'D) 
-~ but if you want to put your 
money where your mouth is, I'll 
teach her how the big boys play 
pinball. 


A long silence. 


NEIL 
How much you wanna lose, Casey? 


Casey peels a fifty off his roll. 


NEIL 
You're on. Five balls, okay? 


He's about to put a quarter in the machine, but Gary X 
grabs his arm. 


GARY X 
Hold it, hold it! Round here we 
bet on every ball. You lose faster 
that way. I'll lay twenty on 
Casey. 


Gary puts a quarter in the William's hot tip machine. It X 
lights up "Single Player." Casey takes the quarter from 
Neil's fingers, tosses it, catches it, looks at Tilt. 


TILT 
Tails. 

CASEY 
It's heads. 

TILT 


Shoot, jock-strap. 
Hype goes over near jukebox. She sits down and takes out 
a pair of tap dancing shoes from her plastic bag of shoes. 
She puts them on and goes to jukebox and plays a selection. 


It's an old-time tap dancing song. She starts to do a 
terrible rendition of a tap dance number to the music. 


105 CLOSE ON CASEY 


shooting. He is very concentrated. Moves the machine 
about effortlessly and surprisingly delicately. 


1C6 SHOTS OF HIS BALL 


e.. his expert moves. 
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107 SHOTS OF GARY, BERNIE, HYPE X 
standing around machine watching the action. 


Lenny, sitting on high stool, drinking grapefruit juice X 
... Neil is looking Hype over. He rapes her with his 
stoned eyes. Hype watches Tilt watching Casey. Casey 
racks up forty-two thousand in the one ball. 


TILT 
Good shooting. 


CASEY 
Whad'ya expect. 


Tilt plays. She goes good, but she seems nervous. She 
passes thirty thousand. Neil chortles. 


NEIL 
Man, you're gonna whip his ass! 


Casey, Gary and company are quiet. At thirty-four X 
thousand Tilt attempts a tricky shot and loses her 
ball. She bites her lip. 


TILT 
Sorry, Neil. 


NEIL 
You shouldn't have tried that, 
Brenda ~~ you had him whupped! X 


GARY 
(picking up stake 
money) 
Aw, c'mon! He beat her by ten 
thousand points. 


TILT 
I'm not used to this machine, 
Neil. 


NEIL 
You can take him, darlin', I know 
you can. 
(to Casey, loudly) 
A hundred on the next ball, okay, 
Casey? 


CASEY 
Pick your own poison, sucker. 


108 


76. 


CASEY 
shoots again. He shoots fifty-one thousand. 


GARY 
That's a record! That has to be 
a record for one ball. 


Looking terrified, Tilt shoots. She pretends to be so 
nervous she almost loses the ball several times. Casey 
stands leering down at her. She goes to pieces. Her 
acting is great. She's scored only fourteen thousand 
when She loses her ball. Neil puts his arm around her 
shoulders, protests passionately. 


NEIL 
shit, honey, you can do better 
than that! They're making you 
uptight. Have a Dr. Pepper, all 
right? 


TILT 
(almost in tears) 
Oh, Neil, I can't play this machine! 
I can't! 


Gary, Bernie and Casey laugh. Hype looks sorry for the 
little girl. Neil glares around. He's smoking another 
joint. He looks crazy and hysterical. 


NEIL 
You can beat him, baby! You got 
to beat him, goddammit, girl! 
(he fixes Casey's 
eye) 
One thousand on the next ball, 
okay, Casey? One thousand! 


Pause. Casey looks round his friends, smiles thinly, 
shrugs. Neil is flicking through his roll, counting, 


lips moving, eyes marijuana-red. Hype giggles, and stops 


dancing. 


HYPE 
He's crazy, man. 


CASEY 
You're a loser, hippie. I don't 
have the heart to rob you. 


(CONTINUED) 
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NEIL 
I got six hundred and forty in 
cash. Will you take a check for 
four hundred? On my L.A. bank? 
Or Houston, or New York? Chase 
Manhattan okay? 


CASEY 
A check? Don't be a dope. We 
play whip-out around here... 
(he laughs, looks 


around) 
Maybe Lenny the golf hustler will 
cash your check -- he's a trustin' 


fellow! 


Casey laughs at the absurdity of his suggestion, but Lenny, 
sitting on the high stool near pool table, pulls out his 
wallet with a charming smile for Neil. 


LENNY 
sure, I'll put it up. And while 
I'm at it, why don't I bet five 
hundred myself? 
(pause) 
On the little lady. 


Silence. Casey stares at him. His jaw drops open in 
anger. Gary giggles, as Lenny hands four crisp $100 bills 
to Neil. 


GARY 
You gotta be nuts, Lenny! 
(to Casey) 
Let me take that bet, Casey, 
will ya? 


CASEY 

{profoundly offended) 
Okay, Lenny. Okay, smart~ass, 
you're on. 

(to Gary) 
No, I want it all. I'll take 
your five hundred, Lenny. 

(to Neil) 
Okay, you're in for a grand, you 
erummy rock 'n roil pimp. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 


NEIL 
Damn right -- a grand! Lighten 
up, willya? It's only money. 
(drags on joint, 
says brazenly to 


Lenny) 
Is my credit good for Shorty's 
five hundred, too? 


LENNY 
(glances at Tilt 
with a grin) 
Sure, pally. There's somethin' 
about you I trust. 


NEIL 
(to Gary) 


Okay, Shorty. You're on, for the 
five hundred. 


TILT 


(under her breath) 
Oh, Neil... Are you serious? 


Neil steps to the machine and puts in a quarter. Saying 
to Casey: 


NEIL 
Shoot, motor mouth. 


CASEY 

shoots pinball like he's never shot before. His buddies, 
with the exception of Hype, applaud and encourage every 
one of his moves. Neil moves close to Hype. His hand 
caresses her ass lightly as Casey shoots. 

CLOSEUP OF CASEY'S SCORE 

Sixty-seven thousand. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


Bernie, the red-bearded ass-kisser, slaps his back. 


BERNIE 
Casey, you're incredible under 
pressure -= just like on the 


football field, huh? 
Casey wipes the sweat off his brow, grins at Tilt. 
(CONTINUED) 
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CASEY 
Pressure? It's little Brenda who's 
under pressure. 
(leans over, pats 
her ass) 
Don't worry, when he dumps you 
I'll take care of you, sweetheart.. 


Hype glares at him, mutters something. Tilt looks away, 
takes a quarter out of her pants pocket, ePats on it, puts 
it in the machine. 


TILT 

You know how you catch a fish? 
CASEY 

Hunh? 
TILT 


When he opens his mouth. 
She pulis the lever. Her ball comes up. 
CLOSEUP OF TILT 


shooting. She scores at an incredible rate, like a 
machine gun. At thirty-five thousand she catches the ball 
on a flipper, balances it there ~- a fantastic trick =-=- 
turns to Neil, brightly: 


TILT 
Can I have another strawberry 
malt... with double malt, and 
two cherries, please? 
(back to her game) 
This play~field needs cleaning. 
It's real slow. 


She goes on shooting. 
WIDER ANGLE 


As she reaches fifty-two thousand, Neil comes back from 
the counter with her malt. She consumes it as she plays, 
nonchalantly passing Casey's score, sucking on her straw, 
using only one of the flippers. A crowd of about twenty 
people are watching her. 


GARY 
Holy shit. 


BERNIE 
She's a freak. I can't believe it. 
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SHOTS OF HER SCORE 
zooming up. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The whole saloon is gathered round now, watching genius 
at work. Tilt's score hits a hundred thousand; all the 
BELLS RING, all the lights light up. The machine goes 
back to zero. 


BERNIE 
Goddamn holy shit! She turned 
it over, on one ball! One ball! 


Tilt steps away from the table. Her ball runs down the 
out~-gutter. There is total silence. 


TILT 
We got to catch a movie. 
(sticks out her 
hand to Casey) 
Thanks, Casey. Nice game. 


Casey, stunned, shakes her hand automatically with his 
huge limp paw. Neil also holds out his hand =- but 
palm up. Casey heaves out his wallet, counts out eight 
hundred dollars -- eight fifty. That's all he has. 
Embarrassed, he turns to Lenny, still sitting there like 
a sphinx. 


CASEY 
Lenny, I'm a little short -- cash 
me a check for a couple hundred? 


LENNY 
Sure, Casey, Plus the five you 
owe me. Okay? 


Hype laughs in Casey's face. He gives her a malevolent 
stare as Lenny gives Neil the two hundred to make up 
Casey's thousand. Then Gary pays out to Neil -- five 
hundred in grubby notes extracted from several pockets, 
shaking his head, muttering to Lenny: 


GARY 
We been hustled, Casey. This 
drug addict hustled us. 


LENNY 
Aw, c'mon, boys. If you're gonna 
be buckers, be quiet ones, okay? 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
Neil looks at Lenny with a little smile, pays him back 


his $400 loan. Lenny winks at him; two hustlers passing 


in the night. Gary's voice rises again as he reluctantly 
finishes paying out to Neil: 


GARY 
It was a hustle, Lenny... 


LENNY 
Sure, sure. 


TILT 
Whip it out, Casey, and I'm 
talking about your cash. 


CASEY 
(hoarsely) 
You gotta be some kind of a 
mechanic. 


Neil picks up his fifteen hundred dollars. He raises 
his eyes to see Hype smiling openly at him. Her tongue 
flicks her upper lip. Then he sees Casey's expression, 
and knows it's time to split -- fast. 


NEIL 
Thanks, guys. Have a nice 
evening. 


He blows a kiss to Hype, shoves Tilt quickly through 
the crowd to the door. As he reaches it, he whispers 
urgently: 


NEIL 
Move it, baby... 


EXT, FLAGSTAFF — MID-MORNING (C) 


Neil and Tilt hurry down the sidewalk, humping bags and 
guitar. He is elated, she is breathless. 


TILT 
You were fantastic, Neil! 
Thirteen hundred and fifty 
dollars! We paid for your demo 
in one night! One night! 


NEIL 
You should've showed him just 
enough to win. We could've 
suckered him for another bet. 


They round the corner of the block. The highway lies 
ahead. A sign says: "TUCSON ~- 255 MILES." 
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117 NEIL AND TILT 


standing beside the highway with their thumbs out, A 
couple of cars pass. Tilt hangs on his arm, trembling 
all over. 


TILT 
God, was I scared! You only had 
two hundred and forty-seven 
dollars... 


NEIL 
Looked like more, hunh? 
(he pulls out 
his roll) 
It's called a conman's roll. 


118 CLOSEUP - HIS ROLL (C) 


Four fifties on top -- a wad of singles sandwiched in 
the middle. 


119 BACK TO SCENE (C) 
There's a SOUND of RUNNING FEET behind them. Neil turns. 
120 NEIL'S POV ~ HYPE (C) 


She runs up, stops, breathless, disheveled. Gazes 
right and left, grins. 


HYPE 
Hi, guys. I just left Casey, 
forever. 
(she looks back, 
nervous) 
Boy, is he mad «- Where's your 
car, ducky? 


121 WIDER ANGLE 


An old station wagon approaches down the deserted highway.X 


NEIL 
Let's hope this is it, baby. 
Tilt steps forward into road, sticks out thumb. The 


little old truck roars by without stopping. Hype rolls 
her eyes. 


HYPE 
Can you believe this? 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


HYPE (CONT'D) 

Oh, shit... I did it again. I 
left nothin' for nothin'. If he 
finds me, he'll beat the hell 
out of me again -- 

(points to her 

bruise) 
See what I mean? 


Another car is approaching. Tilt steps out into road. 
So does Hype. The SOUND of a JENSEN approaches, TIRES 
SQUEALING. Tilt, Neil and Hype duck behind a building 
as Casey, looking real evil, Bernie and Gary beside him, 
in the Jensen, drives by at high speed. The car on the 
highway pulls up. It's an old 1965 Lincoln convertible, 
driven by a grandma-type lady -= looks like a farmer's 
wife. MRS. QUINLAN. 


MRS. QUINLAN 
Where you kids headin'? 


TILT 
Straight ahead, I hope -~ 


HYPE 
Anywhere, lady. 


INT. LINCOLN 4—~DOOR CONVERTIBLE - NOON (C) 


The front seat is full of packages and stuff, a pair 
of stuffed, cloth dice hanging on the front mirror. 
They all three pile in behind. Mrs. Quinlan starts up. 


NEIL 
Step on it, lady, please. 


MRS. QUINLAN 
(over her shoulder) 
You guys got some heat on ya? 


SAME SCENE - MID-DAY (C ROAD BETWEEN SANTA CRUZ & SAN 
JOSE) 


About half an hour and twenty miles later. The three 
of them in back of the old Lincoln. Neil in the middle, 
Hype on the left is telling him with feeling: 


HYPE 
And I had to half carry Casey 
out of that bar. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


HYPE (CONT'D) 
That was in Phoenix. So he says, 
tI got connections in Vegas, baby. 
At the MGM, at the Riviera.’ Et 
cetera, et cetera. Lenny the 
gambler... that’s who his big 
connection was. The creep, pimp. 
Can you believe it? 


NEIL 
I'll bet you give great... 
dancing lessons. 


HYPE 
Yea, really. I'm a sensational 
teacher. 


She snuggles up to Neil. Tilt glares at her, full of 
hostility; then at Neil who's smiling warmly at Hype. 
Tilt says under her breath: 


TILT 
Hooker. 

NEIL 

(turning to her) 

Hunh? 

TILT 
Nothin’. 

HYPE 


Well... Vegas is out... and L.A. 
was never in. 

(she sighs cheerfully) 
Texas, huh? What's the difference. 


MRS. QUINLAN 
(shouts over her 
shoulder) 
St. Simon's as far as I'm goin’. 
I'm gonna take a right on Route 
91 to El Paso, Texas. Lovely 
country, St. Simon. 


NEIL 
Great, Mrs. Quinlan, just great! 
(to Hype) 


I got connections. There's this 
club in Houston, it's really 
plush. 


(CONTINUED) 
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123 CONTINUED: (2) 


TILT 
(interrupts loudly) 
We're going to Corpus Christi. 
To get your musicians. That's 
where we're going -- 


NEIL 
Okay, okay! Houston's right on 
our way -=~ okay? 
(he squeezes Hype) 
We're gonna have some fun. 


Grinning with self-satisfaction, he pulls out his stash 
of weed -~ there's not much left. Tilt, pissed off, 
announces: 


TILT 
I think I'1l sit in front. 


She climbs over into the front seat. Neil and Hype have 

a charming view of her small ass as she wriggles over 

the back seat. Then Neil grabs Hype and kisses her x 
thirstily. Hype extracts her mouth from Neil's, murmurs: 


HYPE 
She's a foxy little bitch, your 
lady -- 
NEIL 
Yeah, she is, isn't she? 
TILT 
(loudly, from 
front) 


Yeah, aren't I. 
(dark mutter) 
Talk about gross... 


124 ANGLE ON FRONT SEAT 
MRS. QUINLAN 


Tell me, honey -- did I hear 
him say he was lookin' for a 


connection? 

TILT 
No, I don't think so, Mrs. 
Quinlan. 


She is jammed among various scruffy paper bags and 
packages in the front seat, 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


They make scrunchy noises when she moves. Politely con- 
versational, Tilt inquires: 


TILT 
What đo you raise? On your farm? 


From behind we HEAR SOUNDS of Neil sucking heavily on a 
Joint. Fumes of smoke drift in the air. Mrs. Quinlan 
sniffs, expressionlessly. 


MRS. QUINLAN 
Chickens. And crops. And some 
real fine organic produce. 


The old dame pulls a fat paper bag from under Tilt's ass, 
dumps it on her lap. 


CLOSE ON BAG 


as Tilt opens it. It contains about four pounds of prime 
marijuana, uncut, on the stalk. A green and beautiful 
sight. 


BACK TO SCENE 


TILT 
Wow. 


Mrs. Quinlan lights up a fat joint. 
EXT. ARIZONA ROAD ~ AFTERNOON 
The old Lincoln on the road. 


EXT. A MOTEL LODGE CABIN - TYROLEAN INN — ST. SIMON, 
ARIZONA (BEN LOMOND, CALIFORNIA) - AFTERNOON (C) 


Neil and Tilt exit motel office. Hype is waiting outside 
for them. 


NEIL 
(walking towards 
telephone booth 
by motel office) 
Gotta call Texas... You guys go 
on in. I'll see you in the room 
in a bit. 


Hype goes walking towards cabin. Neil still standing 
by phone booth with Tilt. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


TILT 
You didn't have to say she was 
my sister... 


NEIL 
It looks better that way, honey. 
(looks at watch) 
Look, I got to call Corpus Christi. 
(he turns back 
to door) 
Got to call my bass player, and 
get my band ready. 


coins in phone. 


EXT. MOTEL OFFICE - PHONE BOOTH 
He turns his back toward Tilt, ignoring her, drops 
TILT 
How long is she gonna stick 
around? 
NEIL 
As far as Houston, I guess. 
TILT 
That's miles! That's days and 
days and -- 
NEIL 


He stops, 
his voice 


Cool it, baby. Cool it. 


looks down at her. His eyes are very cold, 
likewise: 


NEIL 
Listen -~ we're business partners, 
right? I got my sex life, Tilt... 
and you got yours, okay? Okay. 
Now beat it. I got to make a call. 


He turns his back, continues dropping coins into phone. 
Tilt stands there, stunned, flattened. A bit scared. 


She walks 


INT. CABIN 


toward cabin. 


As Tilt enters, Hype is unwrapping a brown paper bundle; 
one of Mrs. Quinlan's. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


She extracts a splendid pipe, about nine inches long, 
representing a naked gir1l'stretched out with chains around 
wrists and ankles, her head back, her mouth open. Hype 
opens another bag full of Mrs. Quinlan's prime pot, starts 
rolling a huge, fat joint. Tilt switches ON TV, squats 
bleakly on the floor. Hype says off-hand: 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


HYPE 
Don't worry, I just want him for 
his mind. For a day or two. 


TILT 
(vehemently) 
Me? Worried? Don't be stupid! 


HYPE 

(laughs ~- nicely; 

she lights the 

joint) 
He's an egotistical dude =-=- oh... 
but you're aware of that, of 
course. ; 

(she sucks in) 
Are you really a virgin? 


TILT 
Is that any of your business? 


HYPE 
Well... when I was your age, I'd 
been screwin'’ around for -- 


TILT 
Okay, I know... don't tell me. 
I know all about it. 
(caustically) 
It's a regular conversation 
piece, my virginity, huh? 


She lapses into moody contemplation of TV show, "I LOVE 
LUCY." Hype fits the big fat joint she’s made into the 
mouth of the slavegirl pipe. She sits on the floor 
beside Tilt, in front of the TV, and lights up. 


INT. PHONE BOOTH - MOTEL ~ LATE AFTERNOON (C) 


A phone booth outside the motel office. Neil is speaking 
on the telephone -~ souped up on success, he's giving 
old buddy Henry the shaft. 


NEIL 
eee Henry, I'm tellin' ya = this 
was my idea, and I don't need 
you to screw it up... Hey, listen, 
don't give me this buddy~buddy 
bullshit, Henry -- the world's a 
big pond, darlin', you better 
start learnin' to swim in it on 
your own. 
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INT. MOTEL CABIN ~ LATE AFTERNOON (C) 
Tilt and Hype sprawled on floor in front of TV. 


HYPE 
You see, my problem is... I don't 


like to sleep alone... I've always 
been affectionate. I love to love. 


She lights up. 


TILT 
Why? 


HYPE 

(takes a long drag) 
Why?... That's a good question. 
That's a very good question. 

(she thinks; gives 

up) 
Y'know, Neil... He's probably 
pretty good in bed. 


TILT 
(with genuine 
curiosity) 
Oh, yeah? Is there some special 
kind of way you can tell? 


HYPE 
Well, by the way he kisses, for 
one thing, you know, soft and 
really wet. 


TILT 
Hmmmm. 
(puffs the pipe) 
Wet sounds icky. This is good: 
smoke, huh? 


HYPE 
Maybe it sounds icky, but it's 
not. 
(retrieves pipe 
from Tilt) 
Here, let me show you... hold 
still. 
TILT 


What do you mean, show =~- 


Hype kisses Tilt. Tilt remains absolutely rigid, then 
slowly relaxes about one percent. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


One percent success stimulates Hype. The kiss lasts 
about a second. It ends as a COMMERCIAL comes on the 


TV. 


HYPE 
(watching commercial) 
You know, that Protein 99 shampoo, 
it's a lot of crap. It makes your 
hair all gummy. 


Tilt sits, stunned, immobile. Then she blushes furiously, 
stands up very stiffly. oo 


TILT 

Damn it, Hype, I'm jailbait. 
Haven't you ever heard of 
contributing to the delinquency 
of a minor? Hunh? 

(she changes 

channels on TV) 
There's only two channels here. 
Talk about the sticks. 

(walks up and down, 

stops, stares at 

Hype) 
Hey... I'm full of inhibitions. 
Okay? Just full of 'em. 


Impulsively she plants an absurd kiss on Hype's head, 
above the left ear, and rushes into the bathroom. 
SOUNDS of HAIR BRUSHING. Tilt HUMMING tunelessly. 


INT. PHONE BOOTH - MOTEL —- LATE AFTERNOON (C) 
Neil, still on the phone, is getting impatient. 


NEIL 
Partners? I've been lifting the 
piano and you been rolling the 
rug, what kind of partnership 
do you call that? 


We can HEAR Henry shouting. 


NEIL 
Hey, I'm doin' you a favor -- 
you want to be a leech all 
your life? Hunh? 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


NEIL (CONT'D) 
(pause ) 
So you've known me for 20 years. 
Knowin' me isn't owing you. 
(he's bored) 
Listen, I'm sendin' you three 
hundred bucks tomorrow. That's 
half what we started out with, 
okay? 


He leans to look out of the window toward his cabin. We 
can HEAR HENRY'S COMPLAINTS faintly, squeaking from tele- 
phone earphone. He hangs up. 


INT. MOTEL CABIN - LATE DAY (C) 


Hype lies on the floor, stoned, dreamily looking at the 
ceiling. Tilt's hair is sleek, she's super-calm. 


TILT 

Look, Neil doesn't want -- I 
mean Neil and me, we aren't, 
you know, involved sexually 
... our business relationship 
might get screwed up. 

(very adult) 
He's very sensitive, you see. 
Nobody understands him but me == 


Hype puffs pipe, her eyes half-closed. She smiles. 


HYPE 
Unh-hunh. 


TILT 
(gets up from floor) 
Well, I guess I'll go call my friend 
Mickey and check out the pinball 
action in town. 


She exits. 
EXT. MOTEL - ST. SIMON - DUSK (C) (BEN LOMOND) 


We can SEE the lights of the small town down the road. 
The mountains are silhouetted against the golden sky. 
Neil, coming back from the motel office, opening a 
cigarette pack, sees Tilt setting off down the main 
road. He watches her for a moment, then heads for the 
motel cabin. 
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EXT. BIG BASIN ~ REDWOODS ~ LATE DAY 


Beautiful redwood trees that have been there for over 

300 years, the sunlight beaming through the giant redwoods 
as if in the most beautiful outside cathedral in the 
world, Tilt insignificantly silhouetted against nature's 
might. Obviously, she feels like a woman for the first 
time in her young life. Something other than pinball 

has crept into her soul. Background MUSIC. 


INT, MOTEL CABIN - NIGHT (C) 


There's a scarf over one of the bedside lamps, one of 
Hype's scarves. Neil is lying on his back across the bed, 
his pants are down. Hype is kneeling on the floor doing 
something to him. He is moaning vociferously. 


NEIL 
Oh, God, oh, God... Oh, my God... 
ouch! 

HYPE 
sorry... 

NEIL 


Wow... you're too much... 
EXT. MOTEL CABIN - NIGHT (C) 


Tilt approaches. She's carrying an old Indian pipe. She 
reaches the door, and hears unmistakable SOUNDS of PASSION 
from inside. The curtains are drawn. She peeks in through 
a crack, watches a moment. We HEAR, "oh, my God," ete., 
from inside, faintly. Tilt raises her eyebrows, turns 

away and sits on doorstep, takes out nenknife, starts 
scraping the bowl of the pipe. From inside comes the 

SOUND of Neil's violent ORGASM. Tilt doesn't bat an eye- 
lash, goes on scraping. 


NEIL (V.0O.) 
What do you mean with warm water? 
Or toothpaste? How do you do that? 
INT. MOTEL CABIN - NIGHT (C) 
Neil lies gasping on the bed, murmuring: 


NEIL 
Oh, my God... 


(CONTINUED) 


139 


140 


141 


94, 


CONTINUED: 


Hype gets up. She has a very beautiful body. She lies 
on top of him, smiling. She kisses him. She is very 
affectionate. 


HYPE 
It's your fault I'm horny. You're 
funny. And very sexy. You really 
do bring out the best in me. 


Neil pushes her off, pulls away from her. 


NEIL 

Christ, Hype -- don't get all 
sloppy, lay off, will ya? The 
kid's gonna come back any 
minute. 

(he sits up, pulls 

up pants) 
She's gonna walk right in on us. 


HYPE 
Oh, Neil, c'mon, really -- so 
what? She's very broadminded. 
NEIL 
Listen, I don't want her broadminded 
... all right? 
HYPE 


Aw, c'mon -=~ she needs some love, 
she really does. 

(she caresses him) 
We can all have a great time, the 
three of us. 


Neil jumps up, outraged, buckling up his leather belt 
fiercely. 


BIG CLOSEUP - THE WINDOW (c) 


The crack in the curtain. We can just SEE Tilt's nose, 
one of her eyes, watching, as Neil growls furiously: 


BACK TO SCENE 


NEIL 
Knock it off, Hype! She's just 
an innocent kid! What are you, 
some kind of degenerate, or 
somethin'? Huh? Jesus... 


(MORE) 
(CONTINUED) 
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L4l CONTINUED: 


NEIL (CONT'D) 

(he stomps into 

bathroom) 
Listen, Hype, I been thinkin'... 
Tilt's important to me -~ and I 
don't mean sex-wise... I don't 
think you're a -= you know -~ the 
right kind of influence. For her 
to be around. 


He comes out of bathroom. 


NEIL 
So... first thing-tomorrow, you 
better hit the road, okay? 
(he holds out ten 
dollars) 
Here... thanks -- 


HYPE 
(she ignores money) 
You pathetic hypocrite. You've 
gotten what you wanted. I thought 
you were going to take me to 
Houston. It's right on your way. 


NEIL 
Honey, you get your own ass to 
Houston. Or to any other place 
you want, just make sure of one 
thing, baby, that you're not here 
when I wake up tomorrow. I'm not 
the kind of guy you fool with, do 
you understand me? 


HYPE 
Do I understand you?... Yeah, I 
understand... 


Silence. The door opens. Tilt walks in. She looks 
around and smiles warmly at Hype lying on the bed, naked, 
and Neil, pulling on one of his boots. 


TILT 
Hi. 
HYPE 
Hi. 
NEIL 
Christ, get some goddamn clothes 
on, Hype. 


He throws shirt at her. 


(CONTINUED) 
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141 CONTINUED: (2) 


TILT 
(holds out pipe, 
ignoring the 
argument ) 
I had a fantastic conversation with 
an old Indian. A genuine Indian. 
Look what he gave me! Sold me, 


that is. 
(she gives pipe to 
Hype) 

For sixty cents. 
{to Neil) 


The pinball action's zero, man. 


Tilt sits down on the end of the other bed. She looks at 

Hype who has put on her Moroccan shirt. Tilt's expression 
is a mixture of shame (on account of Neil's behavior) and 

sympathy. 


142 INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT (C) 
Hype combs her hair. 
143 INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT (C) 


Neil is sound asleep. Even his snore is charming. He looks 
very young. Tilt lies with her eyes open, in the other bed, 
jammed up against the wall, as Hype comes in from the bath- 
room, goes over to the iron cot. Tilt whispers: 


TILT 
That thing's all rickety. There's 
lots of room in this one. 


She squashes even closer to the wall. Hype stands, looking 
at her. She smiles, pads over, sits on the bed. 


HYPE 
No, I'd better not. 


She bends down and kisses Tilt on the nose. She switches 
out the light, goes back to the COT. It CREAKS as she 
climbs into it. In the dark, Tilt's voice: 


TILT 
Good night, Hype. 


HYPE 
Good night, Tilt. 


144 EXT. MOTEL LODGE - ST. SIMON - DAWN (C) 
The sun coming up behind the giant redwood trees. 
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INT. MOTEL CABIN - BIG CLOSEUP - TILT - EARLY MORNING 


Her eyes open. The dawn light seeps through the curtains. 
She rubs her eyes, looks over at Neil. Sleeping like a 
baby. She raises her head cautiously, looks at the iron 
cot. It's empty. From the bathroom come MUTED SOUNDS. 
Tilt sits up. 


INT. BATHROOM (C) 


Hype, fully dressed, smoking furiously, makes up her eyes. 
Her crocodile bag, her hatbox, are in there, too. She's 
obviously ready to take off. Tilt's sleepy face appears in 
the mirror. As Tilt comes in, Hype turns, smiles at her. 


TILT 
What's your real name? 


HYPE 
Pearl. What's yours? 


TILT 
Brenda Louise. Please don't go. xX 
(pause) 
He really didn't mean it. 


HYPE 
Are you kidding? You gotta be 
joking. 


She turns baek to the mirror, continues making up. Tilt 

looks at the crocodile bag, so beautifully fitted out with 
silver bottles. She sighs. She strokes Hype's fox stole. 
She looks really depressed. 


TILT 
He's kinda immature. 


HYPE 
Tell me about it. 


Tilt sits on the lid of the john, picks up Hype's chiffon 
scarf, smells the perfume, sighs heavily. 


TILT 
Look, I know he's mixed up, but I 
also know he's very talented. Do 
you know I bought over three 
hundred albums with my own money 
-= and he's better than anyone 
I've ever heard -- 

(pause ) 

I just want to help him get some 
money, so he can cut his demo. 
He's gonna be the biggest star in 
the world, I just know it. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Hype stands, puts her things back in the case, closes the 
lid. She puts on her scarf. She regards Tilt, who looks 
extremely young in her pajamas. She emits a long, exas- 
perated sigh, stubs out her cigarette, reopens her case, 
takes out numerous pairs of panties from the case. 


HYPE 
Mom told me to always have a 
clean pair of panties in case I 
had an accident. Here, I've 
got something for you. 


She feels in one of the side pockets of the case. She 
frowns, puzzled. She rummages in the case. 


TILT 
This what you're lookin' for? 


Hype stares at her. She's holding up Neil's wad of money 
~- the thirteen hundred and fifty dollars. 


HYPE 
I was going to give it back 
anyway. 

TILT 


Well... I don't blame you for 
ripping it off. He was a turnip. 
(she leafs through 

the wad) 
Three hundred 'n forty dollars 
is mine. My percentage. Neil 
said so. 

(she counts it out) 
You can have it. I can make lots 
more, honestly, I really can. 


She opens Hype's case, stuffs the money back in the pocket 
she took it from. She kisses Hype's cheek. Hype doesn't 
move, or say anything. 


TILT 
Well, I'd better get back to 
sleep. Bye, Pearl. 


She leaves the bathroom. We HEAR her GET BACK INTO BED. 
Hype looks at herself in the mirror for a few moments. 
She looks like she's looking straight through her own 
reflection. With tears in her eyes, she starts to wipe 
off all the excess makeup with a Kleenex. We HEAR back- 
ground SONG "REFLECTIONS." MUSIC is coming from next 
door guests, who are PLAYING their RADIO. 
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147 INT. BEDROOM -- EARLY MORNING (C) 


Tilt is huddled down under the covers. Hype comes quiet- 
ly out of the bathroom. All she can see is the top of 
Tilt's head. Hype whispers: 


HYPE 
Goodbye, Brenda. 


She lays the fox stole at the foot of Tilt's bed. She 
goes quickly to the door, opens it, goes out. The door 
closes. Tilt gets up, looks through Venetian blind out 


148 EXT. MOTEL -— LONG SHOT —- TILT'S POV ~ REDWOODS - EARLY X 
MORNING 
Hype walking away from motel. Morning sun is just rising, 
Silhouetting Hype against the redwood trees as she walks X 
toward highway. A new day, a new start. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


149 TILT AND NEIL ~ SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO - DAY 
walking into New Mexico arcade. A beautiful religious 
colored mural decorating the walls. 
NETL 
Everything looks like a church 
in New Mexico, even the bars. 
150 INT. NEW MEXICO BAR ~- DAY 
CLOSE ON Tilt playing with fox stole around her neck. 


Neil hustling. The same scam they used in Flagstaff: 
He looks stoned, she looks terrified and tearful. 


He's wearing a new shirt. They're playing a Williams X 
machine. X 
NEIL 
Come on, honey, you can do better 
than that! 
TILT 
Oh, Neil -- I'm not used to this 
machine -~ I can't! 


DISSOLVE TO: 
151 BIG CLOSEUP - NEIL 


picking up stake money. About $200. 
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INT. BOUTIQUE - SANTA CRUZ MALL - NEIL AND TILT - MORNING 


Sales girl is counting six or seven shirts for Neil and 
one blouse for Tilt. Neil very happy. Tilt looks on, 
as Neil buys Tilt Snoopy pin. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. USED CAR LOT 


Big sign reads: "Honest Sol ~ Used Cars -- You get the 
best deals from Sol." 


We SEE Tilt sitting in a Volkswagen Thing as Neil is 
obviously buying a car from a 300~pound salesman. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


MONTAGE - EXT. TEXAS COUNTRYSIDE - THOUSANDS OF CATTLE 
IN STOCKADE - DAY 


Ho a a a 


SHOT of Tilt and Neil driving by in Volkswagen convertible. 


MONTAGE ~ ESTABLISHING SHOTS - TILT AND NEIL - DAY 
entering Texas countryside. 
INT. LUBBOCK, TEXAS BAR ~- CLOSEUP ~ NEIL ~- DAY 


wearing yet another fancy cowboy shirt and looking com- 
pletely stoned, insisting hoarsely to a big CATTLEMAN. 


NEIL 
Three hundred on the next balli 
Okay, Ryan? Three hundred! 


THE CATTLEMAN 
You're a goddamn loser, kid. But 
if that's what gets you off... 


He lays $300 in the machine. CAMERA REVEALS that Tilt 
is playing a young, odd-looking boy -~ fifteen years old 
-- with eyeglasses and a huge domed forehead -- who is 
obviously being hustled by the Cattleman. Tilt steps up 
to the machine, spits on a quarter, puts it in. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
CLOSE ON TILT 
Her score tops 100,000 -- there's a roaring APPLAUSE. 


The fifteen-year-old boy, smoking a cigarette, cleans 
his eyeglasses, looking sullen. 
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157 CLOSEUP - NEIL 
picking up the Cattleman's $300. 
158 EXT. FERRY BOAT ~- TEXAS ~ MORNING 


Tilt and Neil resting on ferry rail, by Volkswagen con- 
vertible. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


NEIL 
Boy, three thousand six hundred 
and ten bucks. Not countin' the 
four hundred for the car -=-= or 
the bread you gave that broad. 


TILT 
Not counting your million new 
shirts. And your boots. And 
your -- 


NEIL 

Baby, I'm gonna write off that 
three hundred. Forget it. 

(he lights a long 

cheroot ) 
We got a big game comin' up. In 
Corpus Christi. That's where we 
make the big bread. The big loaf! 


TILT 
Neil, we've got more 'n enough 
money to make three demos. Let's 
just get your musicians and -- 


NEIL 

(he caresses her neck) 
Baby, we got to beat just one man. 
One old fat man. They say he's 
the greatest pinball player in the 
whole wide world. I've seen guys 
fly in from Chicago, from Vegas, 
L.A. I've seen them bet two thousand, 
five thousand on a game... trying 
to beat that mountain of fat. 

(pause) 
People call him The Whale. He 
must weigh a ton. 

(pause) 
You beat him and you'll be the 
champ. Then we can make some 
real bread, baby. All the big 
gamblers will be lookin' to play 
us. 


They get into car as ferry approaches land. 


TILT 
(she thinks; she 
sighs; lightly) 
You must be happy goin! home. 
You'll be with your family and 
all your friends, hunh? 


- (CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 
Neil's expression isn't that enthusiastic. 
EXT. FERRY BOAT 


SHOT OF Neil and Tilt in Volkswagen driving off ferry 
boat. DIFFERENT SHOTS of them entering Corpus Christi. 


MONTAGE - TEXAS ~- DAY 
A) Wagon driving by shrimp boats. 
B) Wagon driving through giant chemical refineries. 


C) HELICOPTER SHOT OF Volkswagen driving over bridge 
into Corpus Christi. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI - NORTH BEACH - EARLY AFTERNOON 


Seaside Motel (California) -- on the dreary ocean front. 
The Volkswagen, dusty and noisy, chugs into the forecourt. 


INT. MOTEL - BEDROOM (C) 


Neil is in bedroom, getting dressed. All his expensive 
clothes are laid out on the bed. The scene is reminis- 
cent of a bull fighter preparing for his entrance into 
the arena. 


EXT. SEASIDE MOTEL - PHONE BOOTH - EARLY AFTERNOON (C) 
Tilt in pay phone booth. 


TILT 
Man, I'm okay. Neil's been a 
real gentleman, Mickey... 
honestly. 


As Neil walks out of the motel he passes Tilt by the 
phone booth. He's dressed fit to kill. 


NEIL 
Be back in a while. Gonna go 
check my band. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI - MAIN STREET - DAY 


Neil walks along Main Street. He's wearing his newest 
shirt, his gorgeous new cowboy boots, his fancy hat. 

He looks great, he feels great. He struts along, toward 
the familiar sign: "Sam Houston's Poolhall." 
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165 INT. MICKEY'S PLACE ~- SANTA CRUZ = DAY (C) 


It's early afternoon. Mickey's bar is nearly empty. 
SOUND of Lincoln WASHING DISHES in the kitchen. Mickey 
leans on the counter, serious-faced, on the phone. 


MICKEY 
Okay, puppy. I'm not gonna worry 
«+. but this guy, Henry, he's got 
somethin' to tell ya ‘bout your 
friend, Neil. You call him, okay? 
You got the number? 


166 EXT. SEASIDE MOTEL - CORPUS CHRISTI - DAY (C) 


CLOSE ON a travel brochure in the phone booth, adver- 
tising Seaside Motel. Tilt's hand writes a phone 
number with a 213 prefix. 


TILT 

Yeah, he probably wants to sign 
up Neil again. 

(a bit impatiently) 
Okay, I promise you, Mickey. I 
promise... 

(a bit wistfully) 
Yeah, I think about you, too, 
Man... 


167 INT. GARAGE OF A BIG L.A. HANNA MORTUARY - DAY (C) 


A row of splendid Cadillac hearses; this is a big mortu- 
ary (like Forest Lawn). One of the vehicles is jacked 
up, minus its rear wheels. From underneath, a pair of 
legs in soiled overalls, sticks out. Maybe we recognize 
Henry's fancy shoes, now grease-stained, as the SOUND of 
a TELEPHONE RINGING penetrates the SOUNDS of BANGING and 
WRENCHING from beneath the sick hearse. Phone stops. 

A VOICE yells: 


VOICE 
Hey, Henry? It's for you. 


Henry crawls out from beneath the hearse, muttering, drops 
his wrench, heads for back of garage. He looks filthy, 
impoverished, and pissed off. 


168 EXT. SEASIDE MOTEL ~ CLOSEUP = TILT ~ DAY (C) 
on telephone. Her last memory of Henry was as Neil's 
irate ex-manager, after their phony fight. Naturally, 
she sounds somewhat defensive, if not hostile. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


TILT 
Yeah, I'm okay, Henry. And Neil's 
okay, too, if you're interested. 
Everything's okay. No thanks to 
you. 


CLOSE ON HENRY (C) 
on telephone. 


HENRY 

(bitterly) 
Oh, yeah? Well, Henry's not okay. 

(with relish) 
Tilt, I've got to straighten you 
out about a few things. This 
asshole, your boyfriend, Neil 
Gallagher -- he's taken you for 
a ride, sweetheart. 


CLOSEUP - TILT 


TILT 
He's not my boyfriend... he's 
my business... partner... 


Her voice trails off as she listens to Henry. Her 
face betrays the nastiest shock of her life. 


INT. SAM HOUSTON'S POOLHALL - CORPUS - DAY (C) 


The familiar scene. A few pool players, pinball players, 
beer drinkers. Neil leans on the bar, having a "Lone © 
Star" chatting with Twitchy, who is impressed with Neil's 
prosperous appearance. 


TWITCHY 
You look gregr-great, Neil. Love 
that she-sh-shirt. C-C-California 
shirt, hunh? 


NEIL 
Uh=-hunh. Bought it in Piccadilly, 
London, England. 


TWITCHY 
No sh-sh-shit? 


Neil stares right past him, ignoring Twitchy's bulging 
eyes, takes a long beer Swallow. 
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NEIL'S POV - THE WHALE 


who has entered from back of poolhall. He's advancing 
toward the bar, acknowledging greetings from regular 
customers, when he sees Neil. His rolling, stately, 
350-pound gait hesitates only an instant -- then he 
continues to his chair at end of bar, sits down, with 
his back to Neil, turns on TV, totally ignoring him. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Neil picks up his beer, walks to the end of the bar. 
He adopts his most arrogant pose as he confronts his 
one-time boss. 


NEIL 
You lost weight, Mr. Remmens. 


Twitchy has hurried up, carrying a "Diet Rite" for his 
boss. Looking nervous. The Whale takes it, drinks 
deep. Ignoring Neil. 


THE WHALE 

Give me a turkey sandwich, Twitch. 
With potato salad and onions. Run 
it through the garden. 

(looks at Neil, 

amiably) 
You got a lotta nerve, boy, 
comin' in here. 

(calls over shoulder) 
Plus maybe a salami on the side, 
Twitch. 

(looks back at Neil) 
So you came back, huh, boy? 


NEIL 
Came back? I never left here! 
I'm here to play you one more 
game of pinball, Mr. Remmers. 


THE WHALE 

Another game. 

(he laughs, loud 

and long) 
You musta lost some of your 
marbles, boy. I don't play 
cheats. 

(chuckles; feels 

Neil's shirt) 
Where didja steal that -- off a 
blind man? 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED : 


The Whale leans forward to change channels on TV. Neil 
pulls his thick wad of money out of his pocket, drops it 
on the bar. 


NEIL 
There's thirty-five hundred 
dollars. I got a player's 
gonna whip your ass, man. 


Twitchy, bringing The Whale's enormous sandwich plate, 
stares at the money. The Whale, deadpan and sardonic: 


THE WHALE 

Ah! So you turned to hustlin', 
hunh? Makes sense -- cheating -= 
lying -- hustling -- 

(takes a big bite) 
You gotta be hustlin' the Weasel, 
from New Orleans -~ or Fast Eddie 
from New York. 


NEIL 
No one you ever heard of, man. 
But you will. Say ‘bout three 
o'clock, tomorrow? 


THE WHALE 
What's his name? i 


NEIL 
Davenport. 'Tilt' Davenport. 


The Whale eats his sandwich, takes his time. His little 
eyes flicker from Neil's face to the money, as Twitchy 
counts it. He nods. His mouth full: 


THE WHALE 
Fancy name. Where's he from? 


NEIL 
What's the difference? It's 
your machine. You want the bet? 


THE WHALE 
Betting is an honorable business 
and I don't do business with 
cheats «<= 


The Whale turns on TV and turns up the volume ignoring 
Neil. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 
As room full of people look on: 


NEIL 

(loudly) 
Nice move, fat man. It figures -- 
you won't play my player because 
you're fat and old, you've got 
everybody around here bullshitted 
thinking you're the pinball champ. 
Well, I been around the country 
lately and I've seen a lotta 
players better than you -- you're 
not the champ. You're a fat chump. 


The room is quiet and tense. The Whale is aware that he 
is being put down in front of his boys. 


NEIL 
Gimme the money back, Twitchy... 
I should've known better coming 
to this flat store... 


The Whale cuts off the television and walks angrily 
behind the bar. 


THE WHALE 

Leave it lie... You got a bet. 
I'm going to rub your nose in 
your own bullshit. 

(nods at money) 
I'll keep it in escrow, punk. 
Just in case you don't show up. 
Be here tomorrow at three. 


TWITCHY 
It's all h-n-here. 


Twitchy picks up the money, puts it in the drawer of 
the till, slams it shut. Neil smiles at The Whale and 
walks out. 


INT. SEASIDE MOTEL ROOM ~ DUSK (C) 


The sun is going down as Neil opens the door, enters. 
It's dark inside -- the curtains drawn. He enters on 
tiptoe, crosses quietly to one of the beds, expecting 
to find Tilt asleep. Neither bed is occupied. He 
Switches on bedside lamp -- turns, sees her sitting in 
a chair. Her face is red~-eyed and tear-stained. Neil, 
bewildered, goes to her, extends his hand to cup her 
face tenderly. 


(CONTINUED) 
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NEIL 
Hey, baby... what =-=- 


TILT 
You son~of-a-bitch!!! 


She hits him. A straight right, bang on target. The 
nose. Neil topples back as the blood spurts. 


NEIL 
God... damn: 


Tilt has the Indian necklace he gave her in her hand. 
She throws it at him. The beads scatter all over the 


place. 


TILT 
(attacking him, 
fists whirling) 
You bastard! You lyin’! dirty con man! 
It was all lies, lies. 


He tries to restrain her. She gets in a real good kick. 
Neil yells, trips over bedside table, falls heavily, 
clutching his knee now. 


TILT 
Money, money... is all you ever 
think of! You pig! 


Neil sits up, grabs some Kleenex from the box fallen 
on the floor, mops his streaming nose. 


NEIL 
Shit, baby... have you gone crazy? 


Tilt turns away from him with a sob, runs for the door, 
runs out, slamming it behind her. As Neil gets to his 
feet, he sees the Corpus Christi travel brochure on the 
floor -- a number and a name on it: Henry. He under- 
Stands. He curses to himself as he hobbles to the door. 


EXT, SEASIDE MOTEL - DUSK (C) 


Neil comes out. We can HEAR the SOUND of TILT RUNNING 
away as Neil yells: 


NEIL 
Hey, Tilt: I can explain everything! 
Wait!! 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


TILT 
(a defiant shout) 
Get away from me!! 


NEIL 
(mutters) 
Stupid little broad... 


Mopping his nose, he limps after Tilt as fast as he can 
without losing his dignity, heading toward ocean. 


EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI — NORTH BEACH ~ NIGHT (C) 


Neil limps past the spot where he once necked with Mary 


Beth, when this story started. He peers around anxiously. 


It's getting dark. He starts down the steps to the beach. 


EXT. BEACH - ANOTHER ANGLE (C) 


There are couples lying on blankets, some necking. Neil 


runs down the beach, through the people, looking for Tilt. 


We HEAR "I'll Be Around to Love You" OVER. CAMERA PANS 
to a portable radio that is playing the song. Neil is 
running after Tilt. He trips over a couple under a 
blanket. 


NEIL 
What the hell? 


TWO FAGGOTS under the blanket sit up. 


FAGGOT 1 
What'd you expect -- a sea serpent? 
You fool. 


CLOSE ON TILT ~ IN FRONT OF BOARDWALK - NIGHT 


Tilt runs on the beach and stops in front of the amuse- 
ment park rides. Still limping, Neil approaches cau- 
tiously, as if she were a wild animal. Tilt yells 
brokenly: 


TILT 
Get away from me, you bastard! 
Lou was right! Everybody was 
right about youl You used me! 


As Neil comes closer: 
TILT 
There was never gonna be any demo! 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


TILT (CONT'D) | 
It was just another con! You don't X 
give a damn about singing, or 
musie, or anything! Only shirts 
and cars and money, money, money! 
You're sick! 


NEIL 
You don't think I care about you? 


TILT 
No! 


He reaches out, takes her hand. She tries to pull it 

away. He grabs her, pulls her into his arms, tries to 
kiss her. He thinks she's putting up a "token resistance." 
She squirms violently. 


TILT 
Keep away from me! 


Neil believes her. He lets her go. 


NEIL 
Okay. You gonna believe what Henry 
said? Lemme tell you, Henry's a 
leech, okay? He's always screwed 
up my life -- | 


TILT 
(violently) 
Goddamit! Stop lyin’! Stop 
bulishittin'!! 


Neil is stalled. He tries another angle. He's getting 
desperate. He hangs his head like James Dean. 


NEIL 
All right. Okay. Look, it might 
not have started out... totall 
straight... but now I'm bein’ straight. 
(very soulful now) 
I never said this before. To anyone. 
I love you. 
(laying it on thick) 
Tilt, you're so lovely. You're a -- 
a special kind of person. 


He goes to cup her face with both hands tenderly. She 
swats them away. 


(CONTINUED) 
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TILT 
I'm not Hype! Don't you lay your 
bullshit on me!? 
(contemptuously) 
When someone's got something you 
want -- you love 'em, right? 


NEIL 
Honey, please ~-- I need you -=-= 
it's you and me, together, like -- 


TILT 
How can someone so talented be 
so screwed up? I'm splittin'. 


111. 


She's cold and determined. Like she's aged for years. 
He's scared now. He knows he's losing not only Tilt, 
but his big chance in life to make big money, and to 

get even with The Whale. Tilt turns, starts walking 
back down the beach. He follows her, saying bitterly to 


her back: 


NEIL 

Tilt, for Chrissakes -- okay, I 
admit it -- I'm all screwed up, 
okay? 

(he waves at Corpus 

Christi) 
You wanna know why? Look around 
you. You know what it’s like 
growin! up in a place when you 
come from nothin’? Tryin' to 
survive? The goddamn rich people 
are cheaters, the politicians work 
for them... The rich think if you 
owe money or if you're poor, it 
means you're a thief. They keep 
you poor so they can use you. 
They're all crooks. 

(he's lost control) 
... and the poor people... we gotta 
steal -- steal -- just to survive, 
mani Forget getting by... 


He gets in front of her. He's almost incoherent. 


stops. He gesticulates wildly. 


NEIL 
That's the truth. You know something? 
I even stole -- from my own mother... 
me. To get outta here. 


(MORE) 


She 


(CONTINUED) 
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NEIL (CONT'D) 

(he catches his wind) 
There's only one guy in this town 
who... you had Mickey... well, 
there's one guy I respected. 
Looked up to. Baby, he's rich. 

He always had a pocketful of cash. 
But he never helped me. He was 
tighter than a tick. He's so 
stingy he wouldn't pay ten cents 
to see the Statue of Liberty have 
twins. Never gave me a thing, 
never. The Whale... He should've 
made me his partner. He didn't 
give me a choice. I had to rip 
him off, and he caught me. My 
name's mud around here, Tilt. 

You got to clean it up for me. 
You've got to beat him. Beat him 
for me, baby. And I'll do anything 
you ask me to. Just beat him for 
me, 

= (he pauses for breath) 

And anyway I put up all the money. 


TILT 
All of it? 


NEIL 
Yeah. 


179 CLOSEUP - TILT 


She shrugs. She knows he's in a bad way. She's sorry 
for him. 
TILT 
Now I know what Mickey meant when 
he used to say, you can swallow an 
elephant and choke on its tail. 


She starts walking on down the beach. He turns, stares 
after her. 


NEIL 
Hunh? 


He shakes his head, like he's clearing it. Then he 
follows her. 


180 EXT. SEASIDE MOTEL ~ NIGHT 


The lights are all out, except the office, and one cabin: 
the one with the Baja Bug outside it. It's late. 


113: 


INT. SEASIDE MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 


The remains of a chicken dinner lie around Neil's room; 
plus beer cans, a couple of empty wine bottles. Neil is 
striding about, drinking wine, another bottle and a glass 
in his hands, giving Tilt a pep talk like a trainer before 
a big fight. She sits on the bed, watching him, deadpan 
as he demonstrates The Whale's moves. 


NEIL 
Watch him... when he throws his 
belly against the machine, it's 
a trick. The machine tilts easy, 
baby -= it's those fat fingers 
that are workin' it. 


TILT 
Hey, I've played pinball before. 


NEIL 
Not against him, you haven't. 
Damnit.... 


He spills wine on his shirt. He gets salt and sprinkles 
the stain clumsily, rambling on. As Neil speaks, Tilt 
is sitting on the floor fixing necklace. He doesn't 
notice her. 


NEIL 
When I beat The Whale -- the news 
is gonna spread like wildfire -- 
the whole gambling circuit will 
hear about it! I'll clean up... 
Little Rock... Jacksonville... 
New Orleans... I'll make 100,000 
dollars... Maybe a million... who 
knows how much? It'll be like 
having Monday morning's Sport 
Section on Friday. 

(he flops on bed) 

I'll be famous... I mean we'll be 


famous. 
TILT 

Yeah. So when do you make your demo? 
NEIL 

What ? 
TILT 


Your demo. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Neil opens his eyes, rouses himself to quote the profound- 
est axiom of his philosophy. He lights up a joint. 


NEIL 

You know what the music business 
is? It's a business. You need 
money to get in any business. Okay? 

(having spoken, he 

rests again) 
I'm tired of bluffin' my way through 
life. I don't aim to be just another 
dead-beat contry singer. We're 
gonna make us some big money first. 
Get us some security. 

(he's drifting off) 
You're always tellin' me I'm the 
best talent in the worid. If you're 
right about me, why haven't I made 
it? Cause talent ain't enough. You 
gotta have power and money is power. 
The music business is a bunch of 
bullshit... 

(pause) 
The Whale's wrong... bullshit don't 
walk... it costs money... 


The ash of his joint has fallen on the bedcover, burning 
a hole. Tilt gets up, puts necklace on bed table, goes 
over, puts it out. Neil lies there, half asleep, eyes 
closed. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
BIG CLOSEUP - TILT 


sitting on the floor. She has a Kleenex full of busted 
beads. Neil is snoring gently on the bed, still dressed, 
a charming smile on his face. Tilt stands up, puts the 
Kleenex full of beads in her pocket. She looks at Neil 
a moment; then goes quietly to the door, and goes out. 


INT. SAM HOUSTON'S POOLHALL - NIGHT 


The scene is just like the last time we saw the poolhall 
closing up. The Whale, sitting in his armchair, is watch- 
ing the late show on TV. Twitchy, mopping the bar, calls 
to the old drunk, singing to himself at the end table. 


TWITCHY 
T-t-t-t-time to go home, J-Joshua! 


(CONTINUED) 
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JOSHUA grumbles drunkenly as Twitchy assists him to the 
door, eases him out. 


TIWTCHY 
"Night, Joshua. Easy, now... 


As Joshua stumbles out to the sidewalk, Tilt walks up -- 
past a whore on the corner, up to the door, just as Twitchy 
is sliding the bolts on the doors. 


TILT 
Hi. Is Mr. Whale here? 


TWITCHY 

(horrified; lowers 

his voice) 
Hey, d-d-don't say that! Sssssh! 
Mr. Remmens, you m-m-mean! 

(briskly closing 

doors) 
We're closing up, little 1-l-lady -- 
come back t-t-t-t -- 


TILT 
I got to speak to him. It's 
important. 


Twitchy hesitates... turns, calls. 


TWITCHY 
Mr. Remmens, there's a little g-g-g-g... 


TILT 
(slipping under 
Twitchy's arm) 
Mr. Remmens, I got to speak to you! 


The Whale turns as Twitchy grabs Tilt, says gruffly: 


THE WHALE 
Okay, let her in. 


Twitchy, with a disapproving expression, lets her in, locks 
up the door behind her. Tilt goes over to The Whale. He 
ignores her, watching the news on TV. 


TILT 
Mr. Rummins, I... 


THE WHALE 
Remmens, honey. Remmens. 


(CONTINUED) 
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TILT 
Mr. Remmens, my name is Tilt. I'm 
the guy you're gonna play tomorrow. 
For thirty-five hundred dollars. 


Pause. For the first time ever, we SEE The Whale out of 
words for a moment. His expression is as if he were 
seeing a little puppy dog. He tries to clean the mus- 
tard from his shirt. He sits up and acts very res- 
pectful. Finally he says, affectionately: 


THE WHALE 
I see. So -= what can I do for 
you, Miss Tilt? 


TILT 
Mr. Remmens, I've heard an awful 
lot about you from Neil. 
{she sits on barstool, 
lowers voice) 
Can I speak to you -- you know -- 
alone? 


Twitchy has been wiping the same spot on the bar nearby 
for over a minute, ears flapping. The Whale growls at him: 


THE WHALE 
Go on home, Twitch. I'll lock up. 


TWITCHY 
Don't forget the cat, boss. 


As Twitchy reluctantly leaves, The Whale rises, goes behind 
bar. 


THE WHALE 
Talked about me, has he? 
(pours himself a 


Diet~Rite) 
What'll you have? 
TILT 


Dr. Pepper, please. Mr. Wh -- Mr. 
Remmens, I know you and Neil have had 
your differences, but he has a lot of 
respect for you. So I'm gonna ask you 
to help him. 


THE WHALE 
Help him? You got to be kiddin'! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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TILT 
Mr. Remmens, Neil is a real fine 
musician. In my lifetime... I've 
bought over 300 albums with my own 
money and I can tell you he's better 
than anyone I've ever heard -- 


THE WHALE 
He sings pretty, yeah... 


, TILT 
He's great! But he's never had a 
break, and now he's scared to try 
again. He's gettin’ sick! All 
he thinks about is gambling, and 
money, and, you know... me -- 
Tilt, the human pinball machine! 
(gulping back tears) 
The point is... 
(emotionally ) 
No matter who wins tomorrow -- you 
or me -= Neil's the loser, either 
way. If you win, we lose the money 
for his demo -- and if I win, he'll 
want me to go on gambling from town 
to town, see...? 


THE WHALE 
(trying to speak) 
Little lady, just a minute -- 


TILT 
(she plunges on) 

.. and I'll just have to -- to -- 
leave him... I know it. And no one 
else is gonna help him except me. 

(dramatically) 
Mr. Wh -- Mr. Rummins, I mean -- you 
give me back the money now, and I'll 
~~ I'll let you beat me. I'll throw 
the game. It'll teach Neil a lesson. 
I'll tell him you gave the bread back 
‘cause you were sorry for him. Okay? 
Which you oughtta be anyway. 
(cunningly) 
Nobody will ever know. And you'll 
be savin’ yourself thirty-five 
hundred dollars, right? 
(the punchline...) 
And you'll still be the champ. 


The Whale shakes his head slowly, smiling, as he lights an 
evil-~smelling cigar. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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THE WHALE 
(feeling sorry for her) x 
Little lady. With all due respect 
~--~ IT am the champ. I've never lost 
a game. And tomorrow I'm about to 
win thirty~five hundred dollars. 


TILT 
(arrogantly) 
Oh, yeah? With all due respect, 
you've never played me. I don’t 
lose, mister. I'm a pinball genius. 


THE WHALE 
(getting to his feet) 
Well, Miss Tilt, there's only one 
way to find out, hunh? See ya at 
three o'clock. 


TILT 
Why not now? 


The Whale stops in his tracks. Tilt crosses to the "Koala" 
pinball machine. 


THE WHALE 
What d'ya mean, now? 


TILT 

Let's play some pinball, mister. 

(lays a $5 bill 

on machine) 
If you beat me for the five, well, 
the bet's still on for tomorrow. 
And if I win... well, I'm offering 
you an insurance policy, right? 


THE WHALE 
(a long look) 
You're that good, hunh? 


TILT 
You bet your ass. 


The Whale nods, makes his decision. He fishes out his roll. 
peels off a five, lays it beside Tilt's. 


THE WHALE 
Unh-unh. Five dollars is enough. 
My ass is worth more. 


He lumbers over to the jukebox, presses the "free play" 
button on the back, punches up a record. Tilt heaves a 
Sigh of relief. 


TILT 
Mr. Remmens, I know you're doing this 
for Neil. Not the insurance policy. 
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CONTINUED: (5) 
THE WHALE 
Neil? I didn't take him to raise. 
Thirty-five hundrec dollars is 
thirty-five hundred dollars. 


He switches on the Koala Venus machine. As it lights up, 
the RECORD we heard at the start of the movie comes on the 
JUKEBOX. 


THE WHALE 
Puts me in the mood. 
(raising his voice) 
Twitchy? I know you're back there! 


INT. BACK OFFICE ~ CLOSE ON TWITCHY 


in the back office, his ear to the door, an inch ajar. The 
door has a glass panel, through which we can SEE The Whale 
and Tilt. Twitchy clears his throat, opens the door. 


TWITCHY 
Just lockin' up in the back, boss -- 
just leavin'... 


INT. SALOON 


Putting on his jacket, he comes out into the saloon like a 
rat out of its hole. Tilt looks at him disapprovingly. 


TILT 
His mother should've named him 
sneaky. 


The Whale goes to meet Twitchy. Out of earshot of Tilt, he 
says to him: 


THE WHALE 
I want you to do something for me, 
Sneaky. 


He holds out his car keys. 
CLOSE ON TILT 
She takes a quarter from her pocket, tosses it. 


THE WHALE 
Heads. 


TILT 
Heads it is. You shoot, Mr. Remmens. 


She puts the quarter in the machine. The Whale takes up 
his stance. 
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THE WHALE 
By all means, Miss Tilt. You 
know this machine, hunh? Bonus 
of ten thousand when you drop 
all ten targets in sequence =- 
and an extra ball if you do it 
inside the time limit. Three 
minutes, it's set at, okay? 
But if you hit one target out 
of sequence you blow it. 


TILT 
A good golfer can play on any 
course. 


The Whale smiles as he pulls back the plunger, fires 
his first ball. 


ANGLE 


The ten drop-targets have a digital clock placed above 
them. 


The Whale's first ball scores steadily until he catches 
and juggles it on one of the flippers, shoots and hits 
the first target. This scores a thousand points, and 
starts the clock counting down in seconds from 180 to 
zero. The nine other targets must be hit and dropped 
before the digital clock runs out, to score the bonus 
of 10,000. Only a very good player can hope to achieve 
this. If the targets are dropped in sequence, the 
player wins an extra ball -- with which he can poten- 
tially double his score: an all but impossible task. 


THE WHALE 


hits numbers one to six targets in sequence -- makes an 
error, hits number eight instead of seven. He's missed 
the sequence, but he hits the rest before the 180 seconds 
run out, gets maximum bonus. The targets re-set them- 
selves. This time, he reaches No. 8 before missing. He 
totals 76,000 points, shakes his head. 


THE WHALE 
Been watchin! too much goddamn 
TV. 


Tilt shoots her first ball, gets all the targets in 
sequence up to seven, but runs out of time. She was 
over-cautious. In the lower end of the play field, 
though her play is more agile than The Whale's, she 
scores less bonus. Her total is 59,000 -- seventeen 
thousand behind. 
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189 SECOND BALL 


The Whale is not worried. He plays with somewhat less 
concentration. He scores 67,000. Total now: 143,000. 


190 TILT 


settles down -- 
(CONTINUED) 


190 


191 


121. 


CONTINUED: 


-- she knocks down the row of targets three times, and 
though she never manages to do it both in séquence and 
inside 180 seconds, she scores 81,000. Total: 140,000. 
She's caught up, almost. 


THIRD BALL 


The Whale settles down to play fantastic pinball. We SEE 
some of his specialty tricks. He drinks about a gallon of 
Diet-Rite, knocks down the targets three times; the last 
time he hits NO. 9 with five seconds to go, tries to shoot 
too fast to get the sequence, loses his ball. Despite his 
fancy ball-work, he's scored only 64,000. 


THE WHALE 
Damn. 
(he belches noisily) 
'Scuse me. 


As Tilt goes to the table, The Whale goes behind the bar. 
He returns with a glass of Maalox. 


TILT 
Don't get all tensed up. It's bad 
for your timing. 


Tilt's third ball hits the groove. Her style is very dif- 
ferent from The Whale's -- she improvises, shoots from the 
hip, retrieves herself from disaster, shoots and scores 
from impossible angles. The Whale belches abominably -- 
she almost loses her ball. 


THE WHALE 
'Scuse me. Some people call me The 
Whale, y'know, behind my back ‘cause 
I belch from time to time. I don't 
mind, really. 


Tilt drops all the targets in sequence in 172 seconds. 
She's gained an extra ball. The Whale, sipping his Maalox 
like it was a liqueur, nods. 


THE WHALE 
Good shootin', honey. 


Tilt's score has reached 81,000 when she loses her third 
ball. Her extra ball pops up. The Whale looks gloomy. 


THE WHALE 
I'm fifty-six, you learn tolerance 
at that age. Ah -- bad luck, honey! 


Tilt, shooting too carelessly, has lost her extra ball 
after adding only 7,000 to her score. 
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THE WHALE 

Didn't do you much good, did it? 
TILT 

Sure did. Scared you some, Mr. 


Whale. 


Her total of 228,000 is 21,000 ahead of The Whale. He 
gets up with a wheeze, heads for the bar, goes behind it. 


THE WHALE 
Be right back. Got to get something. 


TILT 
(impatiently) 
Yeah? You sure you're not stallin'? 


THE WHALE 
Whaddya mean, stalling? 


He opens one of the doors of the giant bar-to-bar icebox. 
He coughs heavily as he bends and searches for something. 


THE WHALE 
You think these iceboxes just hold 
beer, huh? 


SOUND OF RATTLING BOTTLES. 


THE WHALE 
Well, they do. And they also hold 
liquor. They hold brandy, too. 
(his lips smack) 
But they also hold food. 


He straightens from the icebox with a giant turkey which 
he places on the bar. He continues to speak as he bends 
again to icebox assembling the makings of a giant snack!... 
tomatoes, a ham, a block of cheese, onions, several kinds 
of salamis. 


THE WHALE 
Some people need beer. Some people 
need whiskey. Some people ‘round 
here need marijuana. And I hear 
them jet-setters need cocaine... 
(fixing his food) 
Everybody needs to have a prop to 
get off the ground. 


He sinks his teeth into a grotesque Texas-size sandwich. 
The world's largest. His mouth full, he brings his dis- 
course to a close. 


THE WHALE 
This is my prop. You know what I 
mean? 
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CLOSE ON TILT 
Her mouth opens as she stares at him. 


She's at a loss for words. 0O.S. we HEAR the SOUNDS of The 
Whale munching and belching. 


He walks out from behind bar, back to pinball machine. 
Tilt remains seated, pensively remembering her last trip 
to the San Diego Zoo, where she admired the hippopotamus 
having lunch. Then she notices, behind the bar, on wall 
revealed by The Whale's departure, an old photo. 


CLOSEUP - A PHOTO OF A WEIGHT-LIFTER 


Huge, rippling with muscles, he presses a 250-1b. barbell 
above his head. Under, neatly printed: 


TEXAS STATE CHAMPION ~- HEAVYWEIGHT DIVISION 
1941-1943 
HAROLD S. REMMENS 


Above the photo, an old bumper sticker has been tacked up: 
THE BEST LAID PLANS OF MICE AND MEN 
As Tilt gazes at the photo, comes The Whale's voice: 


THE WHALE 
I'm waiting for ya, little lady. 


LONG SHOT - THE WHALE 


standing at the pinball machine, eating. Refreshed, 
refueled. 


FOURTH BALL 


The Whale shoots. He goes into high gear. Tilt watches 
with genuine admiration. He drops the targets three 

times, methodically, not trying for the sequence. Then 
he shoots for it, gets it as the countdown reaches 3 -- 
gets his extra ball. He scores 92,000 with his fourth 
ball, an extra 55,000 with the extra one. Total: 354,000. 


Tilt suddenly looks like a tired little girl. 


TILT 
Boy, you're gettin' better. 
THE WHALE 


Yeah, I'm a slow starter. 
TILT 
downs a Dr. Pepper, shoots her fourth ball. 
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Her face is strained with concentration. She shoots more 
methodically, and hits the sequence on her third try. She 
loses her fourth ball at only 37,000, but the extra ball 
comes up, and playing it for all she's worth, gets an 
extra 64,000 with it. Total: 329,000. 


The Whale leads by 25,000, with one ball to go. Tilt has 
never played such a tough game, and it shows. She col- 


lapses in the nearest chair. 


THE 
Hungry? 


TILT 


No, well... maybe 
please. 


The Whale goes behind the bar. 
WHALE 


a Baby Ruth, 


(determined) 
I like being behind. It's my 


specialty. 


THE 
Yeah? Good thing 


WHALE 
you told me that. 


So how 'bout if we speed up the 


count-down clock? 


We're knockin' 


over those targets too easy. 


TILT 


Why not? 
THE 


WHALE 


We'll bring it down to, say... 
fifty seconds, okay? 


| Tilt nods, off-hand style. 
THE WHALE | 


comes back to the machine, carrying a little tin tray 


TILT 


bearing a Baby Ruth, a Dr. Pepper, a vast sandwich sur- 
rounded by pickles and hunks of salami, a six-pack of 
Diet-Rite and ~- surprise -- a bottle of Bourbon. 


Gosh. Neil said you never touched 


it -- ever! 


THE 
Well, sometimes. 


WHALE 
Helps me sleep. 


Settles the ulcers, y'know? 


(CONTINUED) 
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He mixes himself a tumbler of Bourbon and Diet-Rite, re- 
talcum-powders his hands. He twists a knob at the back 

of the machine. The digital timer goes from 180 to 150 -- 
thirty seconds faster. He punches a song on the jukebox 
~- eight or ten times, a half-hour of his familiar, favor- 
ite pinballi-mood-music. He unbuttons the bottom button 

of his vest, and shoots his fifth ball. 


THE WHALE 


has been saving something. Either Bourbon or secret 
strategy has transformed his style. Now, he moves faster 
even than Tilt -- and he uses his huge weight and strength 
spectacularly -- vibrating the machine with that famous 
wiggle of his giant hips; sometimes he seems to almost 

pick up the whole table, his arms wrapped around it. He 
doesn't bother to set up his shots, he just keeps shooting, 
with fantastic accuracy and shrewd strategy. Tilt, half- 
eaten Baby Ruth in hand, watches. His huge belly overhangs 
half the table. 


TILT 
How long has it been since you 
seen the table, Harry? 


THE WHALE 
Don't need to see it, ma'am. 
Just feel it. 


He hums along with the Jukebox as he plays. It seems the 
shortened time~limit has made it easier for him. He hits 
the sequence immediately... talking to the machine as he 
almost fucks it, like it was a chick. 


THE WHALE 
C'mon, baby, come to poppa... 
mmm-mmmh... ya feel good, hunh? 


He goes for the sequence again -- misses it by a few 
seconds -- goes again, gets it a second time. Two 
extra balls!t... He goes for it again. 


THE WHALE 
Honey, I'm gonna do it to ya... 
ain't everybody can do it three 
time in a row, hunh? Takes talent, 
lots of talent...unh-hunh... Hey, 
I'm gonna make it... 

(looking at timer) 

Got plenty of time left. 
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CONTINUED: 


He drops the last target as the countdown is ZERO. He 
wipes the sweat off his brow. Three extra balls to come. 


CLOSEUP - TILT 
Her expression is a study. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
THE WHALE'S FINAL SCORE 


On his fifth ball (plus the extra ones) -- 321,000. 
His total: 677,000. 


THE WHALE 

Well, I do believe I beat my own 
record. On a good machine, I mean. 

(pours a huge Bourbon 

and Diet~Rite) 
Ran up 802,000 once, in Birmingham. 
Against some hustler on a 'Gulf 
Stream.' Kid's machine. 


TILT 
Wow! Three times, you did it. 


The Whale nods modestly, goes to his special chair, and 
drags it over to the machine. He settles down with the 
second half of his sandwich, his pickles and his Bourbon. 
Tilt rises from her chair and, without self-consciousness, 
thoroughly powders her hands with The Whale's can of 
Johnson's. 


TILT 
I saw this in a movie once... The 
Hustler. 
Watching her, he smiles fractionally, then glances toward 
the back of the poolhall. The CAMERA TRACKS IN ON the 
dark glass panel in the door to the office... 
CLOSEUP - NEIL 


In the back room, watching through the glass, his face 
taut. 


NEIL'S POV 


Tilt steps to the machine to shoot her fifth ball. 


203 


204 


205 


127. 


NEIL 


puts his hand on the door handle. He's about to open it, 
when Twitchy's lean hand grabs his arm. 


TWITCHY 
sssssssh! 
(his finger to his 
lips) 
D-d-d-don't you go spoilin' her 
c-c-c-concentration! 


CLOSEUP - TILT 


She glances at the scores on the machine. First Player: 
677,000; second player: 329,000. Her face is drawn, 
tired, but determined. 


THE WHALE 
Three hundred and forty-nine 
thousand to go. © 


TILT 
Yup. Looks like I'm gonna have 
to beat your record, huh? 


She shoots her fifth and final ball. As it curves off 
the top banking, she lets fly with one of the top flippers, 
knocks over the first target. The countdown starts -- 
150, 149, 148. As the digital clock reaches 22, she downs 
the tenth target, clearly. "Extra balls -- One" lights up. 


THE WHALE 
Lucky. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
TILT'S SCORE 


110,000 as she shoots her extra ball. Tilt is working 
the table, now, with her hips as well as her hands. The 
Whale smiles, with his mouth full. 


THE WHALE 

Pickin' up some of my moves, huh? 

(munching, watches 

her ass) 
I remember a kid, moved just like 
you, 

(watches one of her 

plays) 
No percentage in that eject hole, 
honey. Extra balls is what counts. 
Extra balls is your insurance policy. 
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TILT 
Okay, okay. I've known that since 
I was tall enough to reach the 
flippers. 


She runs her first extra ball up to 209,000 -=-= and 
finally gets the sequence again. 


THE WHALE 
Good shootin', little lady. 
Nobody ever hit it twice, ‘cept 
me. 
(he drinks) 
I did it three times, though. 


Tilt's score is 245,000 when her ball runs out. She 
fires her second extra one. Her confidence is growing. 
She hurls her little body into the table with calculated 


violence. 


THE WHALE 
Careful... you got to be strong to 
do that. Big and strong, like me, 
else you might tilt... 


TILT 
Tilt? I never tilt. 


Her score reaches 250,000. She nearly loses her ball. 
She's trying to hit that sequence again, with no luck. 
Every time, she's a few seconds too late. 


THE WHALE 
I told you you were lucky. You 
got to get that extra ball -- but 
don't run no risks. 


He seems to mean it. Flushed with liquor, he encourages 
her. Her score has reached 290,000 plus maximum bonus 

of 20,000 when she manages to hit six of the targets 

as the countdown reaches 70. She gets the seventh ~- the 
eighth -- the clock reads 19 as she downs the ninth. 


THE WHALE 
You can make it! Take your time! 


She shoots, misses. The clock has reached 12-11-10 as 
she gunches the table, trying to line up another shot. 
She guides the ball to one of the top flippers. 
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CONTINUED: (2) 


THE WHALE 
Not that flipper -- angle's too 
sharp -- forget it, you're outta 


time -- five, four, three =-= it 
won't work, darlin’. 


She shoots from the top flipper. The angle's too acute, 
the ball is deflected by the rim of one of the eject holes 
-~- Tilt, losing her control, tries to deflect the ball, 
flings her body into the machine, sideways. 


THE WHALE 
NO!?! 


With a clunk, all the lights of the machine go dead. A 
single sign lights up: 


TILT 


Tilt stands there, stunned. The Whale pats her shoulder, 
as he makes his way to the bar. 


THE WHALE 

Little lady, you had me worried 
there for a minute. 

(he picks up the $5 bill) 
That's the toughest game I ever 
played. Since I beat the Weasel. 
That was back in '51. In New 
Orleans. 


TILT 
I'm not a little lady. 


Neil pushes open the door from the back office, walks 
over to Tilt. He's white as a sheet. Tilt looks up at 
him, in a state of shock. 


TILT 
Neil, I was just tryin' to... 
tryin' to... Oh, Neil. 


NEIL 
Okay, I know. Twitchy filled me 
in. You little dummy. Don't 
worry, you nearly beat him -- 


He pauses, looking with compassion at her haggard young 
face. She looks totally crushed. Unexpectedly, he 
smiles, murmurs: 
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NEIL 
Boy, what a pain in the ass I must 
have been... You really do believe 
in me, don't you? You know something? 
You're something else, Tilt. 


She doesn't hear him. She's in a daze. 


TILT 
What's the difference. I lost, 
I can't beat him, Neil. I've 
lost your money. 


Neil turns to face The Whale, fiercely, as the fat man 
comes back from the bar, his glass topped with Bourbon. 


NEIL 
You'll beat him tomorrow... She's 
wiped out. Look at what time it 
is. Man -= two-thirty! She's 
dead on her feet! 


THE WHALE 
She's wiped out, and dead on her 
little feet, ‘cause I put her there. 


She buries her head in her hands. The Whale downs half 
his glass of Bourbon. 


THE WHALE 

Honey, let me tell you somethin'. I 
eat pinball geniuses for breakfast. 
Teeny-bopper whiz-kids, teenage wonders. 
I love ‘em. Now you're =~ maybe == one of 
the best I've ever played... but if you 
played me for a thousand years, you ain't 
never gonna beat me. You know why? 
"Cause you don't really care about 
pinball any more. Not the way I care. 

(he pats the machine) 
This here is my old lady. 

(he heads for the bar) 
Look around you... you wanna end 
up like me? 


He opens the till, takes out a thick wad of bills: Nell's 
stake money, thirty-five hundred dollars. 


THE WHALE 
You tell me he's a great singer. 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 


205 


CONTINUED: 


131. 


(4) 


THE WHALE (CONT'D) 
What do I know. What does a fat 
old man like me know about singin'! 
But I tell you what I do know! I 
know about you and if you say he's 
good, then I gotta bet on you. 
Here -- 


He hands her the money. 


TWITCHY 
(interrupts) 
B-b-b-but b-—b-boss -- the w-w-word's 
out! Half of C-C-C-Corpus Christi'll 
be here t-t-tomorrow, to watch the 


g-8-8-8 -- 


THE WHALE 

So what? So the kid left, the 
game's off. Okay? An' you keep 
your trap shut, sneaky. 

(coming back, he 

addresses Tilt) 
Keep his mind on his singing, okay, 
Miss Tilt? He's a little dumb. 


He holds out his huge hand with the money to Tilt. She 


takes it. 
The Whale 


They shake solemnly. Without looking at Neil, 
observes: 


THE WHALE 

Guess your luck's changed, boy, 
you got yourself some kind of 
manager. 

(turning, he looks at 

Neil in the eye) 
Oh, yeah, by the way, she can't 
wear your balls for you, son. 
Okay? 


He belches. The belch turns into a gigantic yawn. He 
cuffs Neil on the ear. A gesture of affection. 


THE WHALE 
Show 'em out, Twitch. 


Twitchy scutters over tothe front doors, unbolts them, 


as The Whale, with another huge yawn, walks to the chair, 
subsides in it with a great wheeze, and switches on the 


TV. Neil 


watches him, expressionless. 
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Neil turns to Tilt. She's looking at him uncertainly. 
He sighs, sort of worn-out, murmurs: 


NETL 
Boy. Boy, oh, boy. 


She opens her mouth -- closes it -- shrugs, turns away, 
goes to the door, which Twitchy is holding open. 


TILT 
Bye, Mr. Remmens. 


THE WHALE 
Night, Miss Tilt. 


The Whale doesn't look around as she goes out into the 
almost deserted street. Neil stares at his great, fat 
back for a moment. 


NEIL 
That was nice... it was really 
nice. I'll be back for you. Take 
care, huh? 


The Whale doesn't hear him -- his words are drowned in 
a volley of TV Western GUNFIRE. Neil follows Tilt to the 
door, slaps Twitchy on the shoulder, and goes out. 


206 EXT. CORPUS CHRISTI MAIN STREET - NIGHT 


A couple of drunken sailors are shouting at each other 
outside the bar down the street. The whore still stands 
on the corner outside Sam Houston's Poolhall, as Tilt 
walks down the sidewalk. Neil comes out of the poolhall 
behind her. The DOOR SLAMS. He walks after her a few 
yards, pauses, whistles through his teeth. She stops, 
looks back. She waits while he catches up with her. Tilt 
is holding the money with both hands against her chest. 
She starts to hand money over to Neil. 


NEIL 
You're the manager, you handle the 
money. What happens if I become a 
big star? You got a contract with 
me? 


Tilt looks down, shakes her head no. He pulls out the 
Indian necklace and a piece of paper, and puts necklace 
around her neck. 
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NEIL 
Our contract, partner... Let's go 
call Henry. 


Tilt smiles, puts her arm around Neil's waist -- Tilt 
and Neil look at piece of paper. 


207 INSERT SHOT 
of Henry's phone number in L.A. 
208 BACK TO SCENE 


They both smile as Neil puts paper in his pocket and 

arm around her shoulder... as they walk AWAY FROM CAMERA 
amidst the whores... pimps... drunks in the street -~ 
into the darkness, CAMERA IS ON HELICOPTER... HELICOPTER 
BEGINS TO PULL UP as we HEAR a DEAFENING ROAR (a tape 
copy of the crowd of the Beatles at Shea Stadium.) The 
ROAR and SCREAMING of girls as HELICOPTER CONTINUES 
GOING UP TO REVEAL the city across the bay, its wealth 
like jewels against black velvet. We HEAR through the 
ROAR the Announcer say, "And now, ladies and gentlemen, 
Koala Productions proudly presents America's Number One 
singer, live from Texas, Neil Gallagher." The ROAR is 
now DEAFENING as we HEAR a THUNDEROUS DRUM ACROSS THE 
SCREEN, and Neil starts to sing "Long Road to Texas.” 
END TITLES START. 


FADE OUT. 


THE END 
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